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The Lady Dans - Neeceto the Lord Plotmed. 


PFI4 ySiter to Frienilepe, Contrated ts 


Phillis Siſter ro Bellworr. 2; 
Betty Flaunit '' \Keptby Sir Timonly, "1 


And ou” we hardly meant to do- 


AVUBROLOGCUHE.' 
A & Conntrey Squire who yet bad never kyowyt 
:Thhe fong;expe@ted jay of, being in Town ; 


boſe careſul Þ arettts ſtarce permitted Heir 
To Ride from Home ynleſs to Neighbouring Fair : 
At laft by bappy Chant # bither led 
»Tiparobaſe Clap with lofrof* Maidenbe ad , 
... Turns wond revs Gay, hedizan'd 10 Exceſs, 
Till be is all Burleſque 19. Mode and Dreſs : 
Learns to talk loud in Pit, grows Wily too, 
That 1s td ſay; rakes! mighty Naiſe, and Show. 
So a young Poet who bad never been 
- Dabling beyond tbe height of Ballading ; 
Who, in bis brik Eſſayes, durſt ne're excel. 
The lucky flight of Kbiming Dogerel, ! 
Sets up with this ſufficient Stock, , on Stage, 
And has, perehauee; the luck to-pleaſe the Age : 
e fraws ou in,, o— c0Lening Citizen, 
® Cares 1 bow bad the Ware, ſo Shop be fine. 
As tawdry Gown and Petticoat gain more 
( Tho' on a dull difear ill-fawor'd Whore ) 
Than prettier Frugal, 4ho\, an Holy day, 
When every City Spark has leave to Play, | 
—— Damn Her ſhe muſt 'be Sound She is ſo Cay. 
So let the Scenes be fine, you'll ne're inquire 
For Sence, but lofty Rich in nimble Wire. 
—— What we Preſent to Day is none of theſe x 
But we cou'd wiſh it were, for we wou'd pleaſe, 
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But a 
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no State ;| Poxon't, but bere's no Show , 
w# Story, that wi give a taſte Y 
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ACT. I. 


Scene 1, The Street, . 


Enter Six Timothy Tawdrey, Sham and Sharpe.” _ © | 
Sir Tim. Freabouts i is the Houſe wherein —_— the of 
in pots bots wes ag pc TT 
ſelf is good natur'd, and inclin'd to be civil, 
on't— She has a Brother a conceited Fellow, whom the world 
for a fine Gentleman, for he has-TravelPd, talks 
bon? merne,and the reſt, but by fortune he _— ent 
but words —- 
Sham. Nothing elſe? ——— 
Sir Tim. No — He's no Countrey iy ee 
Whore, nay, in my Conſcience Ne half 
his Company — He Treats. A-la-mode, half 
reſt — But to the buſineſs,chs Fellow loves! 
PRI in this lewd Town, as he _ it, 
as brovght her to 
Shak A Pox upon Nth for this 
Sir Tim. So fay L- Bar my con 
the beſt aan .of em all 
rhatch being a8 good 45 made 


rronrninsId Wench I never 
But no matter for that, there's Money: 


with a 
you with nviliing 


oil nor Gore, 
EE 


7d 1T iT, TY) 2 


IN ; i her, 's 
nxeoler 


EE «they ty: 


2 THE TOW MFOPP: Or 

Sbarp; Well Sir,we will follow you—— but as dolefully as people do 

. toreturn, etlea(t 

not the ſame ſubſtance; the thin aiery Viſion of a brave Good Fellow, we 
may ſee thee hereafter, but that's the moſt. 

Sir Tim. Your pardon, ſweeg Sharp, triy whole deſign in ic is to be 


—— NowTam 
haze damn'd /Wine and Meat put 


.* 


T_T the reſt - Dice Ip<+006 = ready 
Mpaey fabmitsco wy. Gamelter, and © bi conſults with 
every Beauty to make her ſclf agreeable to the Man with ready Voney. 


Jn fine, dear Rogues ! All things are facrific'd to it's pow'r ; and no Mor- 
tal conceives the joy of, Argent Content. *Tis this pow'rful God that 
makes me ſubmit to the Deyil Matrimony 3 and then thou art aſſur'd of 
. me, my Rout Lads of brisk Debauch. 

Sham. And is it poſſible you can be ty*d up toa Wife ? Whil here in 
London, and free, you rave the whole World to range in, and like a wan- 
ton Heifer, cat of every Paſture. 

Sir Tim. Whydoſt think il be coofin'd to my own dull Encloſure ? 
No, I had rather feed coarſly upon the boundleſs Common, perhaps two 
<r three dayes I may. be in. Love, and remain conſtant, but that's the 


= Sbarp.. And in three Weeks, fbould you Wed a Cinthis, you'd be a 


Sir Tim. What, thou meancit a Cuckold, I warrant ? God help thee ? 
BA I Coons Barley anda Cuckold is no ſuch frange 
thing ip our Age, 


| Emer Bcllmour end Fricudlove. 
! Ah my little dear-Rogue ! How doſt thou ! 
en THe. and Im gal to ho you both 
| | to, 'm to 
+ br oh y! — we 
Sir Tim, The ſame, by dear Ned ; And bow, and how Man, 
_ 1 Friend. Between who Sir ? 


how, ge matters ? 4a 
| Wh ; But,by fortune, I'm oyerjoy'd to meet 
| | 15 polhible ang hoy'd hyine?,  , 


Sf Tim, 


Sir PIO PA! Gow DK ET. 


Lodgings? Faith I was coming to 
reſt -— Thog know'ft my 


Ee rr RPA 

n_—_—— Rogues, about this damn'd lewd Town;that *Faith 

in to ſpeak, in the vulgar modiſh ſtile, in cedar cor tiary wh 
Rally NEAT 00 relt. " — i as ot - 

Friend. Matrimony | ——— 1 you are fo exa a Van 
the Town, that you will not offer once torhiak of fo dull athing, ſer 
that alone for ſuch cold complexions as Belimozr bere, and I that bave 
> eo waders * -cnemnatnong; te of keeping yet, as you, 5 
Tt ve to affure you. 

Sir Tim. Whol Sir ? You do me much Honour : I muſt confeſs 'T do 
not find the ſofter Sex cruel; 1am reccived as well as another Man of 
my Parts. | 

Friend. Of your Money, you mean Sir. 

Sir 7 m, Why Faith Ned, thou art Pth* right, 1 love to buy 4 el 
ſare, for, by Fortune, there's as much pleaſuxg in Vanity and Variety , as 
any Sins I know 4 What think'ſt choy Ned ? 

Friend, 1 am not of your mind, T love to love upon the FE 
dn bd wma oor with falſe Ware, I em yo- 
_ —_— 

Sir Tim. Yes, and have the coallliuin? volt fragat Hacs 
wifery Miſs, fit in the Pit, at a Play, in a long , and Night-gown, 
for want of Points, and Garniture. 

Friend, If the be clean, and pretty, and dreft it! Love, I an excuſe 
the reſt, and © will the. 

Sir Tim. 1 vow to Fortune Ned, thou muſt IE be'n 
ltietle manag'd : 'Slife Man, ſhoutd'ſt thou talk. ſo aloud in good 
ny, thou would'ft be counted a ſtrange ro_—_ odors My 
Love—a fine Figure, boner 
Luftre, to cvery ordinary Face, wi Then 
ay, {o like, by Fortune, that ou ſhall not benny eve tons ORG 
ſome ſcandalous, out» of-favor'd-laid-afide-Fdlow of Ld __ 
Damn her, for a Bitch - how ſcorn the Whore +me -—" She 
has forgot ſince — ſuch x one, ; I, cub'd for rhe keeping of her,, 
when both our welt manag'd, wou not amvunt to above ſever. 
ſhillings fix pence's week'z beg epi abthen's Treit of a Breaft'© 
Matton, from the fext Cooks - Kb rh obs wp Sa 
I - Rotther— And tells his Story to6 | 
nages the Gilt now ? Why Faith ſome one al Cones or 
may be ſure, replies the firſt We heſe a1 
value no Mans R y 


| TP TOWN-POPP: Or 
Man of. my. Addreſs, and the reſt —— "Tis not. altogether Go 
Lafſure on, ie ſhall be ſo a Secret for me that I wil 

- fas Be Lol that 


Woman is,that's choſen for this great work | 
of your 90m WRORs 
> Ask me! —— No, you need not, becauſe you know al- 
r 


Friend; Who 1? I proteſt Sir Timothy 

*Sir Tim. No Sw dear Ned, for 'tis not ſuch a Secret, but 1: will 
One "- OE bk Ned z pray know them —— 

am.and this—by fortune,a very honeſt Fellow [_ Bows 2» 'em.] 

Me Shat, and may be truſted with a bus'ne{s that coucerns you as well 
a$1ne. 
Friend, Me? What do you mean Sir Timothy 7 

Sir Tim, Why Sir, you know what I mean. 


Friend. Not 1 Sir. 

Sir Tim, What, not that I am to marry your Siſter Celinds ? 

Friend, Not at al. 

Bel. $a ay Ka Sott | [ fide. 
; Fr Sir, is very nice. 
_ Sir, Tom, Tha ea nel old People have adjrſted the matter, 
and they Negotiation of that kind, which ſaves 
= hence 


"Sor Tim. hy Se, will_on parkuade me to that?don't you know 

-5e Ti hy Ln to the method in ſuch caſes, being certain of 

y ERate } came to me thus--Sir Timothy Tawdrey ! -- You arc a young 

x Big t. I knew your Father well, and my right wor- 

fhipful tes hie , therefore Sir.1 have adclire to 

CATER 4 phe which, Finterrupted him, and cry d 

—— Oh Lord Si fon mh nne rnb Hpaprageed ban, and xp 

| _ om 

I can endure no more; he marry fair Celinds ? 

- PI Prethee let bi, he anſo [ Aſide. 

pat: To whieh anſwer” d—T have 2 good Fortune——Have 


which 1 (who, tho 3 


alrcady, 
yu "regs ag, * op" nc 
wg ng i ioplorm peer 
' AEM ves ip Cli— 


& _- hths 2106.5 a fOO! yc71 
1% - : 
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- 3 *V "p-.1% "8 x \ "2 
Sir TIMO 'TAWDKET. &©*5 
Father does, ſhe's yours 3 otherwiſe, I have ſ6 much tenderne(s for ber, 


as to leave her choice free. 
Sir Tim. Oh Sir you Compliment. Alone, Extrons. [ Exexnt. 


Scene 2. A Chamber. 


Enter Celinda, and Nurſe. 


Cel. 1 wonder my Brother ſtayes ſo long 3 ſure Mr Bellmowy is not yet 
arriv'd, pot he (ant 2 ante NEED Lord _howimps- 
tient I 

Nar, ay, methinks if © had {ho oper of eajoyitly {> Hrieee « 
Ce Rs Ifhou'd be fo too ——- Bur Vam it— 


Well, Fhave had m and heavings,my i qualms, 
my heats, and —_ my Fknow not whats — Bact thank my 
ſtars, I have done with all } thoſe Focleries. 


Cel. Fooleries | ——— 
Is there any thing in life but Love ? 
Wou'dſt thou praiſe Heaven for thy Being , 
Without that grateful partof it ? 


For I confeſs I Love. 
Nr. You need not, ”— be daily ( nay, and nightly too ) 
diſorders, plainly betray the truth. 


Cel. Thou ſpeak | as if it were a Sin 3 
But if it be (o, you your ſelf help'd ro make me wicked. 

For c're | ſaw Ms Bellmoxr, you ſpoke the kindeſt things of him, 
As would have mov'd the dulleft Maid to Love 3 
And c're I ſaw him, I was quite undone. 

Nwr. Quite undone ! Now God forbid it ;: What, for Loving? 
You ſaid but now there was no life without it. 

Cel. But ſince my Brother came from Italy, 

And t young Bellmexr to our houſe, 
How very little thou hadſt faid of him z 
How much above prom iſe, I found the Youth ? 

Nar. Very You are grown a notable Proficient in Love— 
And you are reloty's (if he ) to Marry him. 

Cel. Or I muſtdye. 

Nr. I, but you know the Lord Plotryell, has the poſſeifion of all his 
Eſtate, —_—————— to him. al 
his Fortune, and then I think it were ood Man 

Cel. Not him ! Oh canſt thou think fo 
Yes; 1 woi'd M tho' our feanty Fortune, * 

Cou'd onely purchaſe - 
A loanly Canes in hae le plc —_ 


| E Rs F.C "= , : 4 
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All cora'dore with Thatch, | 4 
Defended from the of ae ; 

:By lcafleſs Trees, in and from heat, 

With ſhades , which ey kind Boughs wou d bear anew, 

Under whoſe Covert, wee'd feed, our gentle Flock 3 

TREGIGELING icude repay us Food, 

And mean and umble Cloathing, 

Nur. Very fine! 
Cel. There we wos'd prafiſe ſuch degrees of Love, 

.Such laſting, innocent, unheard es, 

As all the bobe RO 

Abd amicht all the's Glories, had none ach. 

: 1N-#+ Good lack ! how prettily Love teaches his Scholars co prattle ? 
—— But hear ye, fair Mrs Celjnds, you have forgot to what end and pur- 
poſe you cons 0a, own, not to Marry Mr Bellmoxr, as I take ie—— but 
Sir Tinwtby-T ey,that Spark of Men. 

Cel. Oh name him not —— Let me not in one moment 
Deſcend from Heaven to Hell 
How came that wretched thing into thy Noddle ? 

Nur. Faith Miſtrifs I took pity of thee, 1 faw you {o clevated with 
thoughts of Mr Belmoxr, I found it neceſſary to take you down a degree 
lower. 

.Cel, Why did not Heaven make all Men like to Bellmonr 7 
© ſtrangely (ſweet and charming, 

Nur. Marry come up you \ well for your (clt ; 

Oh intolerable loving Chmmare 
But here comes th: utmoſt of your wiſhes. 
Cel. My Brcthcr and Belmoxr / with firange Men ! 


Enter Fricadlove, Bellmour, Sir Timothy, Sham, and Sharpe. 


Friend, Siſter, I've be pop ens Lover, this is the worthy per- 
ſon you have heard of, $ Oo Leno. 

Ser Tim, Yes, faith Madam ] Sir Timathy Tawdrey, at your ſer- 
vice— Pray arc not you Mrs Celinda Dreſmwoell 7 

Cel, The Io js but cannot return your C ompliment., 

Sir Tim. Oh oh Lord, not return a Compliment, faith Ned thy 
Siſter Des ſpoil d, r want of Town Education » 'tis pity , for the $ 
Prat 


She s n:0deft, Sir, before Comment therefore theſe Gentle» 
[Da j ft pen o dye beg pee 


Cel. Brother, will you leave me alone with this Sort ? 
Friend, Y 47 you would be rd of the trouble of him, be not 
ang, nor wurEg things he hates. 


Bel. 'Sdeath! Mult the bc blown upon by that Fool ? 


Friend. 


Sir TIMOTHY ,TAWDRET. 72_ 


Friend. Patience dear Frank, a little while. [ Exexnt Friendl, Bell. 
Sham «nd 199.2 


F Sir Timothy yu $5 ung ee gre 


Cel. Oh dear Nurſe, what ſhall I do? 

Nur. 1 that ever help you at a dead Lift, will not fait you now. 

Sir Tim, What a Pox not a word ? 

Cel. Sure this Fellow believes HI 

Sir Tim. Not yet — {are ſhe has ſpoke her laſt— 

Nur. The Gentleman's good natur'd, and has took pity on you , and. 
will not trouble you, I think. 

Sir Tim. — Hey day, here s Wooing indeed — Will ſhe never begin. 

crow — This ſome would call an quality in her Sex— But 3 

Pox on't1 do not like it —— Well, I ſte mult filence at ke Apr 

Madam not anſwer me— ſhaw this is meer itt = 

tune—it can be nothing elfe— Oh my Conſcience, if 1 hi hes 

ſhe w-nld not bid me ſand off —-TI''t try— 

Nur. Hold, Sir, you miſtake your Mark. 
Sir Tine. $6 I ſhould, if I were to look inthy mouldy Chaps, g 

Matron Can your Lady ſpeak ? 

Nur. Try Sir. 

Sir Tim. Which way ? 

Nur. Why (peak to her firſt; 

Sir Tim. 1 never knew a Woman want a Cue, for that, but all that F 
have met with, were fill before-tiand with me, in riztle tattle. 

Na. Likely thoſe you have met with may, but this is no ſuch Cree« 
ture Sir. 

Sir Tim, I muſt confeſs, Tram unus'd tothis kind of Dialogue, 
And lam an AG, if 1 know what toſfay to ſbch a Creature, 
—— Bat come, will you anſwer me to one Queſtion ?” 

Cel, If Tcan Sir. 

Sir Tim But firſt IT ſhould ask you if you can ſpeak ? 

For that's a Qyeſtion too. . 
Cel. And it 1 cannot, how will you be anſwer'd? . 
Sir Tim. Faich that's right 3. why then you muſt do't by figns- 

Cel But grant I can ſpeak, what is't you"Lask me ? 

Sir Tim. Can you Love? *” | 

Cel. OI » many things 3 I love my Meat, I love abundance of 
Adorers, 1 love choice of new Cloaths, new Playes, and like a-right- 
Wk Sees the Ne wa-bred perfba;by P I fee there” 

Sir Tim. ca we ortune 3 $ 

of. thee Celindaz, thou wilt in time learn to make a VI 

Wife, having ſo mych Beauty too. Ice Attracts, and wan- 

rog ſos heaping jus LI GE 

prations. 
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"Cel. Would that pleaſe you in « Wife? 

Sit Tim. Pleaſe me, why Madam, what do you take me to be? a 
Sott > — a Fool? —— or a dull Italian, of the humor of your Bro- 
ther? —— No, no, I can afſure-you, ſhe that Marrics me, ſhall have 
Franchiſe——— But my pretty Miſs, you muſt learn to talk a little 
IMOTC. — 

Cel. I have not Wit, and Senſe enough, for that. 

Sir Tim, Wit! Oh la, O ha, Wit! as if there -were any Wit requir'd 
in a Woman when ſhe talks 3 no, no matter for Wit, or Senſe : tall; but 
loud, and a great deal, ro ſhew your white teeth, and ſmile, and be very 
confident, and "tis Lord what a fight 'tis to ſce a pretty 
Woman ftand right up at» end in the middle of a Room,playing wich her 
Fan, for want of ſomething to Keep her in countenance, No, ſe that is 
mine, I will teach-to entertain at another rate. 

Nur. How Sir ? Why what do you take my y Miſtriſs to be? 

Sir Tim. A Woman——and a fine one, and ſo hnc as ſhe, ought to 
permit her {elf tobe ſeen, and be ador d. 

Nxr. Out upon you, would you expoſe your Wife 3 by my troth and 
I were ſhe, I know what 1 wou'd do. —— | 

Sir Tim. Thou do—what thou wouldft have done ſixty Years ago, 
thou meanelſt, 

Nr. Marry come up, for a ſtinking Knight, worſe than T have gone 
down with you, e're now—Sixty Years ago quoth ye A« old as I 
am I live without Surgeons, wear my own Hair, am not in Debe to 
my Taylor,as thou art, and art fainto kiſs his Wife,to perſuade her Huſ- 
band to be merciful to thee— who wakes thee every morning with his 
Clamour and long Bills, at thy Chamber door. 

Sir Tim, Prethee Matron , 111 Compound with thee. 

Nur. 'Tis more than thou wilt do with thy Creditors, who, poor 
Souls, deſpair of a Groat in the Pound for all thou ow | chem,tor Points, 
Lace, and Garniture for all in- fine ,- that makes. thee a complete 
Fopp. | 

Sir Tim. Hold, hold, thy eternal Clack. 

Nxr. And when none would truſt thee farther, give Judgments for 
twice the Money thou borroweſt, and ſwear thy (elf at Age 3 and laſtly, 
—- to patch up your broken Fortune, you wou'd fain Marry my ſwece 
Miltriſs Celinds here— But *faith Sir, you're miſtaken, her Fortune ſhall 
nat go to the maintenance of your Miſſes, which bcing, once ſure of, ſhe, 
poor Soul,js ſent down to the Countrey houſe, to learn Houſcwifery, and 
live without M»nkiod, unlcG ſbe can ſerve her {clf with the hzgndfom 
Steward,or flo — whil & you tear it away in Town,and live like Man and 
Wife with your Jilt, and are every day ſeen in the Glaſs Coach , whil'ſt 
your OWn is hardly wosth the hire of a Hack 


Sir Tim. Why thou dam confounded torment, wilt thou never 
ccale ? 


Nae. 


$4.7 TIMOTHY TAWDRET. 9 


Nar, No, not till you raiſe your Siege, and be gones go march to 
—_— get no Celinds 


Sir Tim. The Devil s in ber tcangue- 
Cel. Good gentle Nurſe, havemercy upon the poor Knight. 
Nur. No more Miftrifs, than he'll have on —_ Heaven had fo 


. abandon'd you, to gen RT power : — Mexcy—guoth ye — no, 


no more than his M ur —oes ELON 
Sir Tim, Will ſhe never cnd ? | 
Cel. 'Prethee forbear. 


Nur. No more, than the Uſarer would, to _—_ [LIL 

pad ja of bis Edlace, would forbeas day. alice the promisd pay- 
of. the money. Forbear— ' \ - 

Sin Tam. Not = cad 3 Can | Madam, give yu » enr prod of 


AIILI. 
make 
is, to A ETANENY ol 


whe cl Signs ge "©ON:9.01) 

Sir Ti Denis in ber ton . and {© * an Naw of ber 
Age for when 't has quitted ail, it-xepairs.$0 ire. 
Or, Do not ry 2-9 5:3 er ak hea 
of his Wooing, of 
Sir Tim, So God be prais'd, Fay Lo 4 And ow Vrs. Celine 
give me] leave tack you, it ie be whe you! leave, this effpaginget 
C44.4 & (of hy Qualioy® / 

NN ry Th v Quyuatity = 

Ser "_ Le3, } ara Gentleman, 


PF 


Apcs w— Þ py ner uyevn 
ever 69 Books, 
Now. My ye gh x good © enough tether in all thy calours, ths 


Sar Tim, wy oy pn y- bevrk IT Ns 


your tongue, or I (hall not + 
Ng ns Ee 
which you pick up behind the Scenes, whey. pon go. (0 
by the Player Wbanen. - v7 ©. 6dr feet reronm 
Sir Tim, Wilt thou have dane, by 
& Murder, Murder, — bw ir othw 
Hold, wi *0; m1 41423 © 7 dads rorls Tetes Lak M$ 
C Y nad a £9668 


mm om unmet _ 2 tree wo en 0 - en > Ir 


- ”— — no—_—c=- - 0 — — OC tenet 


> com nm en 


——O— Sw —r—e—_—_— _ —_——— << 


— 
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vo "FE" TOWKFOPP) Dc 


oe Friendlove, Bellmour, %am na Ricpe 


Friend. Read here, the worſt of News,that car artive, [ Give: Bellm. 
— What's the matter Here? - Why how now Sir Timothy, # Lener, 
What up in Arms with the Women ? 

Sir Tim. Oh Ne4, i'm glad thou'rt cotne—never was Taw Dove bait- 
cd as I have been. 

Friend. By whom ? my Siſter, 

Sir Tim, No, no, chat old Maſtiff there z — the young, Whelp, came 
not on, thanks be prais'd; ' - 

Bel. How; her Fatherhhere to tmorrow, and here he ſayes, that ſhall be 
the laſt moment, he will deter the of Celinds, to this Sott— 
Oh God, I ſhall grow mad, and ſo undo meal —1T'Y Kill the Villain ac 
the Altar- By my loſt hopes 1 wilt - And-yet there is ſome left —Could 
Ibot— to her —1 ruſt relic on Dreſ3wells friendſhip— Oh God 
"to morrow=— Can I endure that thought— Can I endure to fee the Tray- 
tor there, who muſt to morrow rob me of my Heaven I'll own my 
flame—#nd boldly tell this Fopp, ſhe muſt be nine —— 

Friend, Tuffure you, $ir Timatby, Tam and will chaftiſe her. 

- Six Tim. Ay Sir, Ithatartva of Parts and Wir, and 
imp op g be , and deſign'd to be the glory of marrying 
Ce " 

Bel} can endure 19 more——How Sir —— You marry fair Ce- 


finda 1” 

Sir r _ + not 2 pre little l whice Rogue, 
we rt 7 Is ſhe pretty plump Ogu 
"TBD Yee. '2 ,5 

Sir Tim, __ as ons, and dy canal 
ſhame, hadſt never the of a Miſtrifs — Lord, Lord, that 1 
could ſee thee addreſs thy [ fancy thee a very ridicu- 


' SHITE 'thow'rr' rent ay is co (ay, a Countrey Gentle- 
Ls bono be, bots ed. that is to ſay, a Foot by Fortune , as the 


EEE 


LEE. 


Bel ir—T ci Love-—anteBitog=—ant that you my 
| (13 
wel Alarm by Sh kay nt S _ 
, 
Wer WAPSip-- '/ £31336 311 
yr — Tim. — Well Frank 1 bo——oand wharchta | ? 
3 —— 

f Well Sir, *ris ted — Lb1M 15 1 ih 
_ Bell. And canſt thou ghis Beaury meant for «thee, for thee du!! 
Sir Tim, 


Man ? 


$i TIMOTHY TAY DROT. _” 


Sit Tim; Very well, what will be fay tiene?! .. 2:4 1 Af 
Bel 1p le A OSA db Lady ' 429 

From How Sir, how / 

Bell, Nor ſpeak to her, les gn re —— 


Sir Tim, Rrket hake's, | 4 

Bell. No not ſo much as in a Dream, could 1 Divine i 

Sir Tin, Is be ivearnett Mr Frrmalkne# 1! 1 40 
Friend. 1 doubt ſo Sir Timothy, 

Six Time. What dyes he chen eqytie Aſie 3 


Bell. Yes, and no Man clſs; PY 

Sir Tim, Take notice, Fans cLodgings —— for you 
Bellmonr—You take me for an AG 
mea about 5, with ———_ in your inod, behind Sawbemfte 

_”" 'Tis well there we'l diſpute ur Tile ts Celiade, [ Exs 
Dull Animal! Ye Gods cou'd ne*rt Degree 5 |: ” [ ns 


So —— } eſt by thee. - - 
—_ CEN 


ACT: «It. Is 

Scene 1. A Palace. 

Enter Nuiſe with Light. 
Nur. EIL 'ris an endleſs trouble, to have the Tui of aMadtn 
Love, here is and Longing——And yer ene 
muſt force them to what they moſt before they will admit ob it» - 
een] nent en OI SAI GRIER 
of the Enemy — Well Mr. Belfmour, you are not to know, ? 


the conſent of Celinds, that yew-eome— Imuſt bear all the blame,'what 
A EN TTEEENET a , 


o-—- 


Oh are you Yer bd gs Twelve, tad now 'cis almoſt Two. 
Bel. 1 could not get from Friendlove—— Thou haſt not-told Celizds of 


my coming. Dn 0.1 wwy 316 an v w_ l 
Nar, [Nbyno en make peu ered, and you flo. 


; 
3.a 


"dk 


ors! 
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Be. 1 warns porter repro 


Scene' s Chamber, 
 Celinda in ber Night Aire, leaning on 4 Table. 


Tater to boy Bellmone nadir.” 


"n Oh Heavens ! Mr. Blwr at this tare. bout in my Cham- 
Bel. Yes, Madam but will approach no nearer till 
A. hdr an Sms op 
approech nearer 
know your buſineſs. 7P 4 


Objects beauty, I adore. 
Cel, If this be all, ea Lace; 


To morrow might bave done as. well. 

Bell Oh 20,00 morrew tzabidhutiech ms hae, 
Too hte to make returns to all my pain. 

—— > 


And the poor intereſt that a Patent gives hiw1, 


Can merit more than I. 
—— What elſc 
To that ſame t: 


: I cannot hive, 


the nnd hop 


Cel. Oh if Lam 


eels ton ertrrabin | 

\ 4. Brhow may ta dud, mary bi, 

And that's a fin, I cannot over live. - a 

—— No, hear my Vows —» | 

Cel But are you <ir in earneſt? 

Bel. In carneft ? Yes by ll that's ge 

I Love you tnore thaw k do Life, or 

= = en 

_ rh w we. ao 'd me yl 
wt rr that I ſay your EyS> : g'-48 Your 


Jerk 


Se TIMOTHY TAWDKRET. if 
And ever Cacehere Lnguit dane 


Naw. LY 
But follow your inclinations, and rom oh. rgeen 
of my Life, 


Re... Celinde, take hes counde, 
haps this is the laſt 
Hag.of Heaven the haft 
It you refuſe me now — 
Say, will you never marry Man but me ? 

Cel. Pray give me till to morrow, Sir, to anſwer you 
For I have yet ſome fearsabout my Soul 
That take away my reſt. 

Bell, To morrow ! You muff then —— ol/fatal ward ! 
Another ! a Bcaſt, « Fool, that knows not fo valuc you. 

Cel. Is't poſſible m Car ſo near ? 


_ Nee. RR of your (elf, Lay, and leave difſcmbling, "tis 


Enos 
Oh anſwer me, or Lihall dic with fear. - 

Cel. I wut conkel$ ir, Sir, without a bluſh, 
f For 'tis no fin to Love ) that I cou'd wiſh — 
Heaven and my Father, were indin'd my way+ 
But I am all obedience to their wills. 

Bell. That Sigh was kind, 
You'l arti paying —_— 

ou'll want this picying ſenſe, no pantings, 

pteaſures 


arg oe do create, 
Cel. Alas Sir ! what is't you'd have me do? 
Bell, Why —— 1 wou'd have you Love, and after that 
You need nor be inftwoGted what to db. 
Give me your Pulth, rot OT OS FO 
To be my Wife, and I ſhall be at peace. 
= .. Have you conkder, Sz, your own conditive 
$ in your Unclcs power totake your Fortune, 
It in your choice you diſobey his will. 
— And Sir, * krow darminew NY 9p! 
Bel, Of. I fhall calen 
Drank cn 
And my own flame, on which my Life 
— He now has kindly ſent for me to London, 


Yer if you yield marry 

et 

= "ell our kindet 
dc provifien for the bleſf 


= it 


* . 
| " » | ns 
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Come jovmemour Yon or wamal yay ray 


1 will do any thing to ſave that Life, 
To'which my own {© nearly is alli d. _ 


Enter Ericudlove, 


Friend, So forward Siſter !' 

Bell, Ha! Friendllove ! 

Friend. Was it ſo kindly done to gain my Siſter 
Without my knowledge ? 

Bell, Ah Friend ! 'T was from her felf alone 
That I wou'd rye os mow lak. _. 

Friend, AndTN , 
pr him as an ny i be [7 nah he 

I as a blethng ſent Heaven receive het, 

And c're I ſleep will juſtifie my Claim, 
And make her mine. 

Friend Be not ſo hafty Friend : 
Endeavor firſt to «wp Uncle to. 

Bell. By ſuch delayes w : 'Haſt chou forgot? 
To morrow ſhe's d 4a 

Friend. For that let me alone t” evade. 

Bell. If you muſt yet delay me; 
Give me leave not to intereſt ſuch wealth without ſecority. 
And I Celinds will inſtruct you how to fatisitt my - wig (Knee, and 
Bears witneſs to my Vows— Fakes ber by 
May every Plague that Heaven inflits on Sn, the band,” 
Fall down in thunder on my head, 
If c're I marry any but Celinda, 
Or if I do not marry thee fair Vaid, 


Nur. Heartily {worn wp. 
Cel. And here I wiſh as ly the (arte, 
—- May all arrive to me, 
if refers ark but Belmore ! 
Nr. We are Witneſſes as good as a thouſand. 
Friend. But now my Friend, I'de have you fc your leave, the day 
comes on apace, and you' venot ſeen your Uncle i = artivaly 
Bel. 'Tis death to part with thee my fair Celinds 
But our hard Fates, impoſes chis ſeparation 3 
— Farewell— Remember thou'st all mine. 
Cel. What have I elſe of joy fothink upon — 


—— Go——go — depart. 
AO. 19% - 


Bell, I will 
Or people full of Health departfrom 


M 


Friexd,” 


- 


Si" TIMOTHT FAWDREYT. ws 
Friend. Go, Siſter, to your Bed, and deedm of flew, * [ rg 


Bell, whilt 8 to meet this Fopp to fight him | | 
Frieng, Hang Dev atner ek © beat a "Watch, or kick a 
YG batter Windows, is the higheſt pitch of Valor hee're ar» 
v'd to 
6 GET) nt xr 
Friend, Shall I wait on thee ? 
A No, no, there's no need of that —— Good marrow my beſt 
rien 
Friend. But c're on 8Þ, my deareſt Friend and Brother, 
Taped pony TOP 
rom Reav*n, donot grow great 
I gave you of all mine, bur like a Friend 


Aſſiſt me in concern of Love 
With far Dives, your rc 
You know how Mer ord thet Maja, 
But Rill her haugh repdl'd my fhme; 
And a i ters pirir equatto her Beauty 
has af to 
As mighty and tyrannick, yer the has 
And I believe cno inclin 'd toLove, 
When once hex e's oxecome + I have the honour 


"To be the Confident of alt her thoughts: 


And to t thy hopes, *tisnor long fince, 
She did with behs confel ta me, ſhe Lov'd 
A Man ſhe faid ſcarce equal to her Fortunes 
Bur all my intereſt could not learn the Obje@: 
But it muſt needs be you, by what ſhe faid \ 
This I'll improve, and fo to your advantage — 
o _ Vackber bonds thy oe om Love, 
and be careful of, my Int'reſtt | 
Whilk I preſerve thine asintirely here. [ Excſcorrely, 


| Scene 2. 


Mir. Biule five, the fb no yer any mt tn 


* Sir Tims, pr TG neo oy Chor 


off f. 
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Str Tim. A new Wench, 1 warrant 


— hee Shaw, I have 6 
In hand 3 *Sheart 1 leroy ot 
ED IDs 


-.  Sindim. Ay I amalwayes fo when I'm angry 3 had I been bur 
a little more 'd then, that we might have to't when the heat 
parkevtgdobed font well > burn Fon en's fghting in cool blood 


Sham. *Shaw, Sir, 'tis nothing, a Man, wou'd do't-for Exerciſe in a 


Sir Tom Ay, if there were no more in't than Exerciſe; if a Man 
cou'd take a Breathing without breathing. a Vein —— but Sham, this 
Wounds, and Blood, terribly in my cars 4 but ſince thou ſay'kt 'ris 
nothing, prethee:do thou mect Bellmoxr in my ficad 3 thou arta poor 
Dog, and 'tis no matter if the world were well nd of thee. 

Sbaw, I wou'd do't with all my Sout — but your Honour Sig —— 

Sir Tim, — My Honour ! 'tis but Cuſtom that makes it Honourable 
to fight Ducls ——-1 warrant you the wiſe Ialias,thinks himſelf a Man 
of Honour ; and yet when did you hear of an Jtolien, that evcr fought a 
Ducl? is't vor cxough, Lads allbonted , have my Miſtriſs taken away be» 
fore my wr” fox pr {ps call'd, Dull, Common Man, Dull Animal, and 
the reſt— Butl afterall give him leave to kill me too,it be can — 
And this is your damn'd Honcurable Exgiih way of ſhewing a Mans 
Courage. 

Shaw, I muſt confeſs I am of your mind, and therefore have been 
bndying.s Revenge, ſutable to the Aﬀront : and if 1 can judge auy thing, 
I have hit it. | 

Sir Tim. Haſt thou ? dear Shaw, out with it. 

Sham, Why Sir—— what thivk you of debauching his Siſter ? 

Sir Tim is there ſuch a thing in Natuze ? 

Sham. You know he has a Siſter, Sir. 

Sir Tim, Yes, Rich, and Fair. 

Sham. Both, or ſhe were not of your 

\ Sir Tins Oh bow I love has « double plcafure in it. 
and where tarp "xi4;1 haart 

Sham. ln Lein; Sir —bot Sharp here,and 1, have been at ſome colt in 
hnding her out. . . | 

Sit Tim, Ye ſhall be overpaid — there's Gold, my lietle Magquere 
but ſhe's very PP 1 Ly 114” % 

Sharp. As a 
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Sir Tim. Stay Sir, 
returns "twill make 
eb eblicy there Þ in 
moxrs Siſter to 
us'd tochcſe Er annns 
hand —— but then I warrant, 'twill come to the 
Flauwit. 

Sham What Sir — then it (cems you doube us? 

Si Tim OTTER 
I can aſſure you, I doubt bath. 

. How Sir? doubt our honeſty ? 
im, Yes — why I hope -.-— IE pared co che do 


you! _- why, Sit, what do you take us for Cheats ? 
Sir Tim. As errant, t, 5209's in Cirendem, 
$5 How Sir ? 
'Sir Tim, Why how now what tlie in my face ? are your ſtomachs 
> quaaite, Gar Dhage won't <a with you ? 
Why Sir — we ate Gentlemen —and tho* our ill Fortunes 


have thrown us on anderpr — We arc not tobe «+ EY 
Sir Tim. Why you of Hears when this impalen 


Sir Tim.Ccorge and Rehatatbh—he MNe—why ye lowſic Tatter- 
demallions— dare ye talk of _ and Reputation? 


Sharp. Why, Sir, who dares either ? 

Sir Tim. He that dares try it, | Kicky "ems. 

bayp, Hold, wank hold. 

Sham. h, enough, were fatisf'd. | 

Sir Tim. So ye mangy Mungrels, till | have kickt Courage 
and Reputation out of ye. 
«> Hold there &, "tis enough we are" ſatish'd;, that you have 

Sir Tim. Oh arc you (@? it ſeems 1 was not to be believ'd — 
I told you Thad when angry» - 

Sham Ay Sit, we have prov'&it;/and will now fivcar it 


—— But we had arr inclination-to try Sir. -- 
Sir Tim, And all ed ads —_ bah ! 

On cur lononre potblig elſe Yr Thmoeby 

b bac Tho Thknow EL SA crate” Jying Rognes, 
T; 


oY or robecge ben q Sela 


- 


- : ” 
2 
! 14, Shave: 
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7 En Tam Gi LE ere Lain to fee the Lady 


Lads) any 

| on t And.1 have brib'd he Tnght hs morning the 
M. 

Sir Tim. Well, let's about it then 3, for Tam for no OW 
m_ hear Boy — Let the Coach be got range get wy (elf 

reſt 
Pa Boy. The Coach Sir ! Why you know Mr Sbat##r has pawn'd the 

orſes. 

Sir Tim. 1 had forgot it — A Pox on't, this "tis to have a Partner in a 
Coach z By Fortune.L aniſt Marry,agd (ct up 8 whole one. [ Ex. 


SCENE 3» 
Exter Charlcs Bellmour ond Trufty. 


Trufty. My Charles, your Brother, my Maſter Bellmoxr is come. 
Char. I'mglad on't 3 my Unkle,began to mn, 6 
undt, you jiagped ſbi but a dayes journey behind you pay 4 
My Unkle has of impoetance to ſay to him, I fanfic it may be 
c_—_—_ Marriage berween him and my Lady Diana — fuch a whiſper I 
np Oe ar OY hcing your Unkles 
one 
Char. Ay but they are Siſters Children , and too neax akin to be 
Happy. 
raft 'Twere pity my young Maſter ſhou'd be uohappy in a Wife ; 
for he is the ſweetelt natur on Barca Mr Charles, 
leery FRI Prue your Portions aflign'd you if 
eM 


os. km" og pn 1 Love in yr ran war 
oe her Fortune is below thatof my young Maſter as 
+ Diana"; is above dan nina em 
leave to talk alcne. Exencns 


Enter Lord Plbewelboand Rellmours 


add fed wel Prank, bale ef en Be, tw oe 


Sir TIMOTHY 1 VoP REY 


be ſore Love too, 'tis not 
buſie for thy good, have faxt upon a Lady ——— 


Bell, Ha !——— 
Lord. What doſt tart ? Nay, Pllwarmane thee (be'll pleaſe, 
A Lady rich, and fair, and Nobly bart), and thou ſhale Marry her 


Fopps, that are alwayes in againſt 
themſelves very witty, but CC I” 
But Frank, I haye found better Prinidplesin theg,and thou haſt be Rev 
putation of a ſober young Gentleman, thoy art brides a Man « great 
Fortune Frank, 

Rell. And therefore Sir, oughtthe keto be a Slaves . 

Lend. DinBoehnts are made for one anciher , News ought by the 
Laws to 

Bel. Sir,there are Men mach than Lwobey thale Laws, 
nor do I think them made for everyone | 

Lord. But Fraxk,, you do not know whata Wile have provided for 


JOUs 
Bel. Sel. Tis cxough Lintare halen Tarnes, fe 
ge 10 1 
oy a Sir 


Lord. |n good time, butthisfy CE ee eLondGrve you 
turn Th moto ny 
Bel. 1 hu L you, 
That had he Bury ach 9 Hen nv de 
Nor meant again t' inricha Woman with, 
It cou'd not rake my heart. ++: nm 


Loc But pradaps you do not guels the Lady. 
Bel, Gre cou'd not change i 


Bel. How Sir ? 
Lord, 1 


Lard.. What, thou abate think La incamat, I coofefs ar wy 


is above thee in point of Fortune, being wy onaly Hee bus lup- 
poſe *ris ſhe. 
Bel, On Im undone —awrbedarxettGppoleſo puly i rows of 


mydakk, {+2 Go} 34444 407 Tarll aud on ihmmont 2007 9x1 Y 
Y D 32 "" Lird, 


' 
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. Lori. Bot Frank, you muſt none 1 — 
Bel. -Oh4 am'ruin'd,; 16ſt, for ever 
Lord, What do you tnean'Sir ? 
Bel, teen Tcxnant Vary fol Dione, 
Lord, Death how's this ? —— - 
Bel. She is a thing, above my. humble wiſhes —— 
Lord, Is that all? cake you no care for that, for ſhe loves you already, 
and I have reſolvdit which is bercer yt,” | 
B-1, -Love we bit? 'Þ know. ſhe caynoe, 
And Heav'n forbid that I hould injure her. 
Lord. Sir, this is a put-off: reſolve quickly, or I'll compel you. 
You wou d not uſe extremity, 
What is the forfeit of | 1 ; 
—Lod; "Fhe loſs of aft your Fortune, 
I you refufe the Wife I have provided — 
E ſpecially -a handſom Lady, as ſhe is Frank, 
Bell, Oh me unhappy ! 
What curſed Laws provided this ſeverity ? 
Lud, Even _ of |» nhdg 7 rH ſceing ſo many exam- 


eh Lv in mo __ _—_ of whole Familics, by imprudent 


_—— But Lore irng hear wr ves 
And 1 ( by my unhappy Stars ſo curſt ) 

Should be unable to accept the Honour. 

Lord, How Sir? admit ?-— I can/no more admit, 

Than you can ſuppoſe +—therefore give me _ final anſwer, 

Bell. Six, can you tink Meng rrocan 
Upon that Pair, whonr Intereſt joins, not Love, 

Lord. Why what'sin Dia#s that you ſhou'd not love her ? 

BU. I muſt confeſs ſhe has « thouſand Virtues, 

The leaſt of which wou'FEHB another Shin 4 
But Sir, I hope if 1 am ſo 
As not to lovethat Lady, you will pardon me. 

Lord. Indeed Sir but I will not, love me this Lady, and marry me this 
Lady, or 1 will teach you whatit"is toxefuſe ſuch a Lady. 
Bel. Sir, tis not in my-power to obey you. 

Lord. — | 
Bel. No, Sir, 1 ſce my faral rune invyour eyes, 
And know too well your force, and my own miſery. 
—— Byt Sir— when I ſhall tell you who I've married —— 

Lord. Who you'rs tuaried 1—iBy all chat's Saczed if that be true, 
thoe art undone for ever. y (494411 

Be!', Oh hear me Sir! 

I came with b 


you miercifeh.- 
Ld. none frame 3 no, thou ſhalt not have (> mack of thy 
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Eftate, as will afford thee Bread. 
By Heaven thou ſhalt nor. 

Bell. Oh pity me, my Lord, pity my Youth 4 
It is no Beggar, nor none baſcly born 
That I have given my heart to, but a Maid, 
Whoſe Birth, whoſe Beauty, and whoſe Education, 
Merits the bcſt of Men. F 

Lord. Very tine! where is the Prieſt that durſt diſpoſe of you, with- 
out my order ? Sirrah you are my flave at leaſt your whole Eſtate is 
at my mercy—and belides, I'll charge you with an Action of 50oo 4 
for your ten Years maintenance: Do you know that this is in my pow'r 
too ? 

Bell. Yes, Sir, and dread your Anger worſe than death. 

Lord. Oh Villain ! thus to daſh my expeRation. 

Bel. Sir, on my bended knees, thus low 1 tall 
To beg your mercy. 

Lord. Yes, Sir, I will have mercy, 
I'll give you Lodging—but in a Dungeon Sir, 
Where you ſhall ask your food of Paſſers by. 

Bell, All chis, I know you have the ex to do, 
Bur, Sir, were I thus cruel, this hard uſage 
Would give me cauſeto execute it. 
I wear a Sword, and I dare right my felt 3 
And Heav'n wou'd pardon it, if I ſhould kill you : 
But Heav 'n forbid, I ſhou'd corre that Law, 
Which gives you power, and orders me obedience. 

Lord. Very well, Sir, I ſhall tame that Courage, and puniſh that Har» 
lot, who cre ſhe be, that has ſeduc'd ye. 

Bel. How Farlot, Sir ! — Death ſuch another word, 
And through all Laws and Reaſon I will ruſh, 
And reach thy Soul, if mortal like thy Body. 
—— No Sir, ſhe's Chaſte, as are the new-made Vows, 
I breath'd her _ laſt we partcd. 

Lord. Who waits there ? 


Enter Traſty and Servants. 


——S$hall I be murder'd in my own Houſe ? 
*Tis time you were remoy'd — 
Go get an Action of 5000 1. enter'd againſt bims 
wn We nr Lee 
7 y Lord, 'tis my young . 
Lord. Yeall dote upon him, but he'snot the Man you take him for. 
Trofy How my Lord ? not this Mr Bellmoxr 7 
Lord, Dogs obey 'me (cl | | | , * [ofrenes. 
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Bel. Stay Sir — oh fray — what will. become of me ? 
*T were better that my Lite were loſt than Fortune -— 
For that being gone, Celinda muſt not love mc, 

——But to die — 

—— Poorly in Priſon — whilſt 1 can manage this — 
——Is below him, that does adore Celinds, 
— F'Il kill my ſelf — but then — 1 kill Celinda, 

——-Shou'd I obey this —then too the dics. 

— Yes Sir—— You may becruel ——take the Lew, 

—And kill me quickly, 'twill become your juſtice. [ Weepr, 

Lord, Was 1 call'd back for this? Yes, 1 ſhall take it Sir, do not 
[ Offers to ga. 


[ Draws. 


r. 

Bell. Yet, ſtay Sir — Have you loft all Humanity ? 
ST ———_—_— Horrors |! 

- Away with him--gp, be gone. 

Bell. Stay Sir ! oh God ! what is't you'd have me do ? 
— Here I rclign my ſelf unto your with— 
But oh Celinds ! x bor will become of thee ! [ Weepr, 
——Yes, I will Marry—and Diazs tos. 

Lord. 'Tis well you will, had beer good natur'd now, 

You had been undone, and miſt Diana too. 
Bell. But muft I Marry ? —— Needs Marry Sig? — 


is Adultery. 
; Tam glad 'tis no worſe; it the Ceremony of 
paſt, 'ris-well 
Bell, ' All Sir, that Heaven, and Love requires, is paſt. 
Lord. Thou art a Fool Frank, come —— dry thy Eyes, 
And receive Diana.—— Trifty — Callin my Neccc. 
Bell, Yet Sir relent, be kind, and ſave my foul. Ex Truſty. 
Lord. No more — by Heavengif you refift my Will, I'll a firange 
Co er qu dhe ee whoe'reſhe be, that drew thee t 
j . Fai l ye. | 
Bell, Then I obey. 


Duter Trafty and Digta. 
| Lord, Look ye here Fronk, bs this a Lady to bodiflik'd ? 
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Ce rb ON CE rok 
Diana, will you Marry your Cozen Frank Bellawur 7 | | 

On ILL OTO ITE Oa es <Keetror tin. + = 
Apides 


— And you Frank, will you May my Neece Diana 7? 
Bell, Since you will have it fo. 

Lord, Come follow me-then, and you ſhall be. both pleas'd. 
Bel. Oh my Celinds 


To preſerve thee, what is't I won” d not do, 
Forfeit my Heaven, nay more 1 forfeit you. [ Ex. 


Scene 4. The Street. 


Enter Six Timothy Tawdzey, Sham and Sharp. 


Sir Tim. Now Sham, art not thou a damuf'd lying Rogue, to makeme 
faunter up and down the Mal all this morning, after a Woman that thou 
knowſt in thy Conſcience was not likely to bethere ? 

Sham. Why Sit —— if her Maid will be a Whore, how can 1 

ſomly, and ſhe 


help it——Sherp— Thou knowſt we: 
proteſted ſhe'd do't. 
Sharp. Ay, Ay Sir [ Afide ] but the Devil a Maid we ſhy. 
Sham. Sir, it may be Things have ny wy RS 


ſibly come. 
Sir Tim. Things ! a Pox of your Tricks — — Well, L there's no 
find out 


truſting a poor Devil— Well, what device will your 
manger berry war preamner> [ Afide 
DI I been't on this She-Counſcllor 


to Cheat me next ? 
bg Lovers, this 
er eta Pleaſe may L be 


Sham, Prethee 


of the Furching and 


ir wr ar irs 'd never to 
make Love to thing 
Sir Tim. Mo 2 Land ny it may. be ſhe's Innocent 


yee—Glye her Gathes Talde, cnd/p when will do. gy 


Sham, No, Sir, FIheve#0 moretodo with frail Womanin this ale, Þ 
have a furer way to de your buſinel(s.. 


Emer Page with a Letter. 


Sir Tim. Is not that Bellmour's. Page # 
Sherp. lr is Sir. ob 22a 


"Se Thaw 


24 THE TOWN-FOPP: Or 
Sir Tim. By Fortune the Rogue's looking for me 4 be has « Challenge 
in his hand too. 
Sham, No matter, Sir, Huff it out. 
Sir Tim Prethce do thee Huff him, thou knowſt the » a7 orn'e, 
* Sham. What's your bus 'neſs with Sir Timothy Sir ? 
Page. Mine Sir, I don't know the Gentleman, pray which is he ? 
Sir Tim, 1, 1, 'tis fo —-Pox on him. 
Sbarp. Well, Boy, T am he— What — Your Maſter 
Page. My Maſter Sir— 
Sharp. Are not you Bellmoxr's Page ? 
Page. Yes, Sir. | , 
* Sharp, Well, your News, 
Page. News Sir? I know of none, but of my Maſters being this 
morning— 
Sir Timm, Ay, there it is — behind Sou:bampron Houſe. 
Page. Marricd.this morning 
Sir Tim. How ? Marry'd ! 'Slife, has he ſerv'd me { ? 
Sham. The is drunk Bellmour Marricd ! 
Page. Yes ind&d, to the Lady Diana. 
Sir Tim. Diana ! Mad by Fortune 3 what Diana 7 
Pag:. Neece to the Lord Plotwel. 
Sir Tim. Come hither Boy—Art thon ſure of this? 
Page. Sir, I am ſureof it; and Iam going to beſpeak Muſick for the 
Ball anon. 
Sir Tim, What haſt thou there—a Letter to the Divine Celinda ; 
A dainty Boy——— there's money for thee to buy Nickers. 
Page. 1 humbly thank you. [ Exit, 
Sharp, Well, Sir, if this be true, Celinds will be glad of you again. 
Sir Tim, Ay, but I will have none of her — For, look you Shamthere 
is but two ſorts of Love in this World — Now I am ſure the Rogue did 
love her 3 and fince it was not to Matry her,it was for the thing you wort 
on, as appears by his writing to her now— But yet I will net believe whac 
this Boy ſaid cill I ſee it, 
Shaw, Faith Sir, I have thought of a thing, that may both clear your 
doubt, and give usa little mirth. 
Sir Tim, I conceive thee. 
$5:m. lknow y are quick of fron, Sir Timothy. 
Si-Tim. O your ſervant dear But to let thee ſee Tam none 
of the dulleft; weare to Jigg it in Maſquerade this evening, hah. 
Share. Faith, Sir, ve it, and there you may have an opportunity 
to Court Bellmonr's ſiſter. 
Sir Tim. 'Tis a good motion, and we will follow it, ſcnd to the Dukes 
Houſe, and borrow ſome Habits preſently. 
Sham. I'll abont it, Sir. | 
Sir Tim, Make haſte to my Lodging=Put heark ye--———not a roger 
| S 


Sir, TIMOTHY TEFARET wv 
wit 120 cho bh ch yd Dew mmm, 16 mtv 


than Wedlock, if 1 @ her Qs \/ | bas ,vwoV bore & doT 
The' Whore; is it bins viſe the My ger; yy NS 
I this alone, likg Wives, they naft ſubmit. - 147 a 
1 1; [1 
The End of thdSecopd AR. = vor hag 
ACT. 11. 
Scene I. The Street. | 
Enter Lord Plotwell, Balm edn in Dar, ſoll Don fer i Sor Bel 
mour, Phillis, Ou other Lackey cans entlemen, | Muſick, \ 4 
hg ons Jeated. 
Line by 


ich was that on your Wedding day, 1 
ould thus-omake you Mater of your. gbole Forruar, you beirig _ 
ried to my liking: And now Chen you 3 cece Phillis 
demand your Portions tomorrow, if you pleaſe, for he is gblig' Re 
you the day after that of his ear wel . 

Pbill, There's time enough my 

Lord. Come,come Ladinnpod ou muſt take but lictle reſt. to night, ' 
in complaſance to the Bride, arid Brid, ri who, I believe, will cake 
but little--- Frank---why Frank:-what bat thou d chy humor with 
thy condition ? 'thou weft not wont to hear-the M play in vain. 

Bell, My Lord, I cannot dance. Re 

Dia, Indeed you're wondrous fad, .-: 
And1I Tethinks too, bear thee company. 
I know not why, and yet ex joy, 
Have had the ſame effe&s with equal grief. 

Bell. 'Tis true, and Thavenowfcleche extreryes of both. / 

Lord. Why Nephen Ghwhooras your banoding # oe OT 0 
ſiruted your h 


Char, M 5 Lord, imake'one. | 
Phill, po , for joy that my Brother's ade happrria {sf | 


a Bfide. 
Soqtbinking Lam bopyy, 


Lad. Fin paperaete that Troll whichwas repos 


Bell. Hell 
— Wou'd Heavn wou'd ſtrike me 


That by the bb of a poox wretched life, 


«4 


KO nigh 


oy ny —_—_—___»m.__l. 7. otter <oaty——oo— re 


Lord, Come, come begin, begin, Muſick to your office 
[Soft Mafick, 


Bell, Why does not this bet tichrt, this finbborn Eugittye 
Break with his Load of Griefs 3. but like i Spirits 
Ic promis'd fair, till it had 4ritWn the ii,” * 
Ardthen betray me to Damnation 
his Sod.” 


Dis. There's ſornething, in #1f5r4e Th 
Which I'm on fixe, to know the meaning of. 


Enter Sir Timothy, Shary and Sharp in Maſquerade. 


Sir Tim. The R ogue is Married, and Fam fo plead, Dean forgive him. 
our laſt — Poe robe if 22 can - ="K47 young- 


WS 3 
btn bg, RENE 
Am Fill RD 


Gods! Whiat Mi * That be 


ob bare 
Yet know. his pow'r to rid himſelf of grief. 


I will not live, or if my deſtiny 
Compel tire toft, tt half be worſt thi yingy. 


E0t Pagy with a Toble Bak, 


Bel. What's this ? 

Page. The anſwer of a Letter, Sir,yoir ſetit (6 the Divine Gelinds 3 ſar. 
{> it was direed. 

Bell — Hah — Celinds — in my ctoind of thoughts 
I had hat dd ey to hee? — DHA 
And uſt thee with contempt-and” 


If Again—tell m6, what anſwwes Raſeat tid hoſed ot F- 


RE 
ms 4 9 PLING + 


To leave theenone mhen houbul ended i | 


1121; CARTE 414 Y 
LETTER: kt” my 
| rn ink hard 31 ION Q 


EE Es 


v 
CEE 


— CanT hear this, andlive ?-—-I ama Villain! 

In my Creation deſtin'd for all [ akin 

——Tocomeic Bape, and Mandevy a beak Vion 

As faſt do Jelly. ma por. 

Come ' 


eng. 
And oy diſperſ im rr mer 
Bell. Her bcauty 


Af hoguilling 7.1 ur 
REC bad i. 
rg ih wy Ke 


i x2 al 
with ſome & 2c tri * it 2d b22l aol 
whanrhe" he kill me, ww 1) 52 Migutl TT [0 


vs 1Thf JP Pp. 


Phil. How do you knowthet Shy? 1 ans ni ni oy "= x ew? 
Sir Tim, 1 ſee y are xy Sermon } 
Fill, Your guels, is hn | 
Sir Tim. What & 'reyou art; by Fortune, I you prmi ms 
to love you with all faults. Wn 
- Phil You'? Ptay who are you? 1:51 tl! . 
Sir Tim. A Man, a Gentleman —and more, a Knight y by For- 
tune. UB 2'IT : 
Phill, Then * twas not by merit Sic — Bc hw ſhall I know yay aze 
cither of theſe ? I 


Sir Tim That I'm a Mtn,theeffeRts of my vi me Mall prove-- 
a Gentleman my"Coat of Aris thall teftihe, age Thaycthe Rings Parene 
for | my Title, 

bill, For, of ef ngu _ thank your Youth, for the next your Fa» 

hooks che 
Sir Tim. By Fortupe, 1 Liove thee for thy pertng6. 

Phil, 1s it roſlble yo can love at al? | 

Sir Tim. As much as Idaxe. © - 

Phil. How de ye mean? 57% ©! 

Sir Tim. Notinhe hught at 3 'tis not the - devil wee mach :" A 
Platonick Fopp, I have heard of, but this is an Age of enjoyment, 
and little + Love goes to thatz we have fonnd i it, awd lols of 


time, to long Ag 


11> 251 (1% ie {1 > 4 "It KEE 


- Eves Cade hes, = 
Phil. I find, Sir, L wean cnn Weak this hates. 
But, ſee Sir, here $ mo 
A wy" Fate- 


Cel, Oh Heav*n ! Er 
Yonder he is — ane 
wy, b I —— 


That Fares on hig with d 4 2200 
Is my bleſt Rival— oh- —Mift 324 
— Gods! and yet you gn ©) , T 


Live too with all his Charms, - Y, 
AsF. yoy meant he ſhot '4'undo/ alteafie 


ela fp M93, 2; LT >—_ _ bn: bars T 
Bur I muſt turn my Eyes wuz 91 offs ,nn = T: 
Lao and on ts d Whieh-of Wl theſe * c* yer | 


? Oh h 'Y 14 30:1 i 
Þy ele Har he DOT coal "tf ime ev Tm: 
L 1 Hicher he's come weaneu 5g 11s 3 & 1:3 [| 


— 1. 
Wh © 1, loſt in deſpair, thus as « | 4 wal - 


' Will ſok a Death from any weleoine hand, 
| Since I want Courage, to perfor the Serie 


_* Enter one and daiter an Eittry, and « Figg, at the end on't: = 
Lerd, Enough, enough at this time, let's ſee the Bride to Bed,, the 
Brid thinks it long. 
| Frind. Ben ke Told to hear all this, with patience ?.. 
Shall he depart with Life to enjoy my Right, 


And to deprivemy Siſter of her duc? 
—— Stay —— Stay——andrelign 


That Virgin. * wor 
Bel. Who art thou, that dar fly aim to ought tha here 
Friend. This Sword ſhall anſwer ye. Draws. 
Bell. Tha? I cou'd ſpare my Life, Fl not be rob'd on't. Draws. 


Dis, Oh my dear Bellmonr/ | Fa phanerCarde moines 
van” Jhoma corners, with ſigns of 
Friend, Who art thou that thus fondly guard his heart ?. | 


— 


{ To Calinds. » 


—Begone——andlet me meet" it; ' == 
Cel. That thou tfiay*'6 through tine, but'nd TY 9 
Friend, Here are too* twany' (o- encoanter , and 1 It deter: my vewb- 

Kgeance "T7 
Char. Sta Sir, we muſt not & [Bx. Droming an the fame do, 

R xr Sir:Tim.& ſneaking oxtiat. 


STII OTH PT DRE T. % 


MY 


Comeback T ſay, {5 1971» 1 1192 9 to. of Pallrin Sie Tims .. 


Shve |! Joſt thou tremble: 11 
Sir Tims. Sir T'm woe the Man you Jook form—- 
By Fortune, Shams, ere all undone! 5. 
He has miſtook the Fellow. /. [3 
Char, Villain ! defend thy Lite Sa0g Code ii2 1502 
Sir Tim. Who I Sir? 1 have oo quarel you, nor no Man breath- 
ing, not I, by Fortune,+100 120 22D want | 


Cel. This Coward (dhe. 
' _ ow whey 1 te ln P2101 2 
ap. Who L yix þ by F love bim>—— Kiran v1 uv por 
- $17 'rr tf 30 bun 26:25 (out 142iT* {hwud; 


arieaton Rok a5) of 
thou draw upon him ? Is not vc out dl1m 0) 1.5 
Dig I age fe thee here, and ative ton, thou dard? - 


-” 


OY Sip Tims} _ 


» YTAETOWWF0 PP: Or 
a RE he? bir 6 Pom of all Midakes, end diaſhnen- 
In ow an, BY. 
we. oward tw thenth ice. . 
Sir Tim, '1'll be hang'd firſt, by Fortytae 3 forthen *ewill be plain *ewas 
I, becauſe I challeng'd Bellmowr "5 ga ,acgy Rane gr ar 


Char. Shew thy face withont delay, or —» | 
Sir Tim. My face, Sin, 1 proteſt,'by Fortune, "tis not worth ſee- 


3 Then Sirra, you are worth akicking— take that---2nd that—— 
| { Kicks him. 


Sir Tim. How Sir? how ? 
Chwr, $6 Sir, fo. Lis rw 
Sir Tim, Have a care Sir—by Fortune, I ſhall with a 
more. 
Chor. Take that to raiſe you. fo pres 
Sn Jam, Nay hn Jampangn and I dare ont. 
Lard. Go,Ladics, ſee the to her C 7 4 ons 
Bell. The $r Timothy Tawdrey , 
— The Raſcal the appointed place, 
And comes to attack me here. — Þ Turns to Cel, 
—BraveYouth 1 1 how 
"mays this Relicf m—— 
re thou*rt a ſtranger to me, 'rt:ſokind. - 
Cel. Sir, a Tn 
Had been far kinder; but I'm —_ 
ee es oakak, : 
1 wiltnorask | 
{ Fam fach a Monfttr:)/k(bould ruine 
Cel Ot ox Je ehumy So! Tre ay, $0AOP 
Leſt Grief, my Sex, and Bus'nels ſhou'd berray« | [ Aſide, 
— Farewell Sig —— 
———Yay you be happy in the Maid.you.Jove- . [ Ex, Ceb 
Bel. © tot thou mock wy gre —by Heaven hed. 
= ny Sir —he's gone, f anl9 


ner on 120 ,voy 0) lomtann 09 avs L ad f 


= 


— "Char when, he ſaw there was no, remedy 3 

there's ne hurt donc an I yd ©< 2ic on mL ag. 

Lord, 'Tis fit ſach as be ſhou' be chaſts'd, chat do abuſe Hoſpital 

2 co Bed;/theLady/Gir, caps bayorn | 1 1 "he 
121 * aid noqu wank wods on 


4%.» Þ. __ 4, 45) 4 
037 51 is b $331 HLS . -- + 


Dis. I long to know the chuſe of Bellwur's diſorder to night, 
And here he comes. aka 


Enter Betltrwus, Lord, Charles, and (be reſt 


þ Char. Shar't we ſee you lai@ Brother ? . 
Bell. Yes in io Aa ron 

But I'll excuſe 
Char. Good aiahs, endno yl toxin Becthes, [ Ex. ol but Bellmour 


and Diana. - 
f > ggdar ya ge OT nay 


Toask the cauſe, on 2 joyful day, 

When Heaven hav job ue by ation ng") 

Thou droopſt like carly Flowers, with Winter ftorms. " 
Bel. aonad—rtbg mandy or + ob rm 


a ronboy 


Thou in a hapleſs min took from me, 
And in its room, 
CITI 
_ at po hen given me Vows ye can repent of ?'- v 
SIR Your be when ye jolt Power | 
ving any Vows : 
may hav xd lan 


hate a bo] ng he hoty Man - 

W hat were tot 

rnd how. when 1 was made al} rhine ? 

Bel. The of low _(bbmiffion !/ ſuch as Shaves 


© vo IT. 1 KP Pp P2030 : 

9. 7! ; ak (/ 

And like a prodigal Gamefter loſt all R 
Dis. Flow durſt 


Return me this falſe þ In hrowing 1 Qu n 

— Was G54 et. hemapheſtey 2 g30ol T1. 
Noh Benny So he a you, 69 37! 2120 bnA 

And 1 hal-ng ve ot Er ur td: -— 

For ſhou*dT live, pas nn 

Of treaſures, I = too log lore 

oadyytaged 4 ory me > Beavty, ' 


Shou'd like rich Fruit, dye on the yielding, Boughs. | F 

- And are ous nan at 7 =1-. = <q ORE, | 
- Bet, For ever a long 

» Dis. SIN SRE 
A Maid more fair, ay we ha 1woa lit | 
Look on me well. PS —— 

Bel. ry conſliderd ner | 
And hind ng blemiſh in-thy <oul, or Fogm» 
Thou artallo = 
Since thou _ os, = 
That cannot ves, by Menyzor 
—— Oh thou haſt _—_ break a Vow 
A Sacred Solemn Vow 
And mide me Na eveny, 
That ever bleſt che 


Bile re pr, 4h myers, 
pain is like defeated, new defre. 7 ; [Lads 
Tae or burto try my Conſtancys _ T 
Your Miftriſs isnot ſo Divine as I, 
And ſhou'd T, *gainft himſelf belicys theMan. 
Who firſt inſpir d my heart with Loves Pans '-4 

Bell What bliſs an | 
T'de rather hear thee ky ns thou.art my. Fog, *. | 
And like ſome oat wy hu R eccy Eh 
With Poniazds, wou & my: 

wha rear, — 


And whil tc doſt the fai 
In cyery Vein thoud'ſt find 
Dia. Come, Sir, you muſt 
And reap delights within my 
Delights that may your Errors EVE. 
When you fir joyes, as great My 


Bell, What do Ther t—— 


aa. ads 


' Hes 212m 20 0217 
A wolf 30rt bly woke 45nt (1 DF 
2 aers "LÞ5J's aol 36 ot on 


ir TOM THY TOW DRET. 
Were I fo Brutal —— cou'd by 1 0.1) 0 * bir 
To ſerve it (elf with baſe Ad F 2m (7 
For cou'd 1 love thee, cou'd I 


Our Lives wou'd be 
And'rob'd Ye healed | 
TY ay Gartnan page nag do, 
Erin: 
LES 
TA ypc 
Soha tow = =b\ omen 
there deny = "8 
he ayry a Shame, CE. 
Ne | 
'Celf 1 
EM Fs 
Take care forsll the toils ft : 
Whatever Fate arzives, I cam (une, [ Ex; 
, 20% 1:01 
T9» 1101 of Faw yin n57 2 TOM gV3 
ATI ce RE 
ns han ry tr FT I > = TOR 
Trrnning Fatc! that OG mack X wal I ils pdt 244100. ant 
BY." ag 2 OT = i 


GONE 
I wou'd have thrown abqug him, as if (he kaew - 
To what intent I made the paſſionare offer... 
— What have I nextto do, but fack a death / 

Where cver I can meet it— comes here 


+3 f- Goes aſiato, 
Exter Sir Timothy, Shae aud Shaapy with Pidtrs and Boys 
Sir Tim, I beleve chiejs.aheBeterepberſintoy whine the Bude 


and the Brid | 
Sham, Well, (and whatdo yo ou intend codo,[jf"itbe Sig > 
w 


Sir Tim. Why firlt fing a dy. Sang,aod theo break the Windonws, 
wage 


ſending to the Play-houſe for 
ſuch another Fabit, for they have | 
Sir Tim. wellT grant je a milan, (Be rune the Wi 


[þ ww es yu ew dom ng hcyo ma bleſs the 
that forc'd 


EEE 
= d, by Fortune vg Por 


1 hints; all 5000. 308% - 443 
ions 10nd.” 


1070 yer no rent cron 1. 2401 199774? 


wig.” "Wes" 


= x F 


pax li 197 a aol 
—_OV 
Bluſbing, and 
 Conceal the aterg i Hogs fs 
"7 wy oh Amerene Tonth i all undreft, 
imo ber 
AberChane,. 


Ewe £4 Ho Ee 7 
he. 152k wits To Sus: © 1rbats Box UT a1 
8 1) vi Ir | 3 2208) 208 
ke dns hank, 
Who means no more m— 
Fe bet, £m 
Nor can ber Native 
- 
Cr Jets, 
wk 
EEE 
mY be thr ow, and 
Pg. br al 3 your jvc Bede long may you 


live, and love. 
C 4: Sw OY Is 4 
Fs: wy mn? 5.121 
. 19T dod I 2201) ad awne ; HT 163 ff | 
SCE wean 
ir Tim. a ? s 
Bride has 26t 5 Frm SELF. YT 3 ho 


$3 "Div, WA yeod8—-rur pyoub comings = 1 7 
But you Sir, 9o.-ybud 2 on ——:mo2 


Cel, 
Bell. Turn Villains !\ | v6o5n's rar & xd-ybwss A wil 2 


LL ante ho flgals x Lo of E; 


a6 (THE WOY MFDPP: Des 
Dis 1 er I OG nd, 

But take t 

To the next beorqrps will up—laho*bhere 1 
Cel. Not yet, my ſullen heart ! 
Dis. Who's here ? one wounded —alas —— 
Cel. "CROSS o wages, 


by doſt Aw {o m cen thn 


Wa queſtiond, bt if you're CY 
Give a Protection to an uni 


—— Do not reply, but let us 
Cel. Hah — What.doT hear. fare 'tis Diezs.. 
' — Madam, with haſtg, agd j 11 ferve you, 
—P'll carry O_o eightys\ 
Fortune, in this, bis dong my! | 
My Rival's in my Power, upon her wg night. 2A 
cunt, 


Exter Bellmour, Sir Tir. Sham ond Shgrp 


Sir Tim. Lord Lord; ye ſhould oat Knor, our friend 4nd hum- 
be ferant, Tang Teuhry= t thoy bok(t. ad bu hadſt not been a 


ket, No morel1 have. 
Sir Tim, Nay then. thou loſeh rreciops time, I not. detain thee. 
[Offers o go 
Bel, Thivrare miſtaken, Thate gl] Womait-kind —— 
Sir Tim. How, how ! 
+ Bell Abovean boar —— heark ye Knight —1 am-as lewd , ang, as 
Gchouche 6s as _ Yo Prank 7 | 
Sir Tim, What 0 you mean Fr 
Bef.. To tell a truth, 1 never did; 
— I Driok, Game, Swear, Lye, Cheat, Rob, Pimp, Her, All, 
AllI do that's vicious. | yard 1 
{ Sir Tim BleG me 3+ 1 | a *”? 
Sr Tin ment: 
Sir Tim, 'No, | 
Bel, Till r=ecried anipaadecey — ro 


of <cauntenance. | 

Y-— I'll reach thee Artai( fo rue ) 
ill damn thee. _ ; A wa"; 
£ T $ir Tim... 


" Boll, Then thy Pol Pte et bots; 


I— 


Sir T-HEOTHY: (H&E PAST IF” 


Sir Tim. ;thar Þ like. 

Bell. Look my Boyes ! [ Holds up bu Wri os 
The We ++. rx þ 71 1agiey 8 Pockgts, 
TY \ b 


Sir Tim, By Fortune a thriv Sin. 
Bel). And we will live in Sin while this holds out. 


—— And theato my cold Home ——— Come let"; be gone, 
m—n—nmn— Oh that ner might ſee the Riſing Su. [Ex, 


The End of the Third AG. 
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ACT. IV. 
Scene I. 


Diſcovers Celindi as before ſutting in a Chair,, 
Diana.by her in another, who ſings. 


SONG: 


"ape? * 
Celinda, who did.Lowe diſdain, 
Far rotary 'd gy 6 Swain, 
Leadi bleating Flocks to drink, 
She ſoy py 'd upon the Rivers brink, 
A Touth, whoſe Eyes did well declare 
How wach be low'd, but law'd 206 Be 


TOS 


Ew 


gt 


. 


* Then cry (he ont, "Ab now'I 
Thou art a God ! Alnighy 


3. 
©] 'Sbe won'd bawe ſpoke, but Shame deg d, 
And bad ber firft conſult her Pride ; 
But ſoon ſhe found that Aid was gone, 
»— For Lowe, alas! had left ber none. | 


Oh bow ſbe burns, but 'tis too late, 
For in his Eyes, Þbe reads herKate. 


Cel. Oh how numerous arcdicr Charts ——— 
— How 76 barn this $enErOus condeſcenhon, 
Fair logely 

Dia. Why doyou flatter Sir? 

Cel. To ſay you're lovely, by your (af T.do net, 
T'm young, and have not much converſt with Beauty, 
Yet Vl eſteem my ju , ligce i: kpowy, 

Where my devotions, 4 
—— But Madam, may I'not yet 
To hear the Story, you ſo lately 'd me. 

Dia. owe much to your neſs, 'Sir — but —— 

Cel. I am tap young, you think, to hear a.Secrer 3 
Can I want Sence to pity your 

"Or Paſſion to jnaite-rne- tor revenge em ? 
Dia. Oh would he ware in wu 
Cel. RTE NET ——__ 


= thing to make wen Ra weve ton __ Uther 
— But 
Ty at Modem, lvivgyirn fo 
Dia, The, ts Kigh Tres ld, 
<nough obliges me z qty you, I m Nobly ſomcthing 
pres. yobe >. my locks end queen, BY Corbis doubtleſs do me reaſon. 
Cel. Sufficiently— 
a Youth of my own 
'y kk Paſſion 


LET 


$i FIMOFAYN AW DRET. Wo 
Cres: bac BuldataeSag bioperty what Pride on mine, nd 
hepe his coo ck, who hate uote dom 
nion of us chought —— rogether, : 

Cel. Proith bias v'n, ſr a Sin (© great. f 
—— And are you Married thed ?- 

Dis. Why.is there Terror in that word ? - 

Cel By all that's Sacred, *tis a word that kills me, 
Oh ſay thou art not 3 | 
And I, thus low wilffall, and'pay thee Thenks, [ Kneelr; . 

Dis. You'll wiſh indeed T were not, when you know 
How very, very wretthedihas made re. 

Cel, Should you be me a Tale aff day, 

Such as would melt a heart that ne'r cond fove, 
'Twould not increaſe my Reaſbn for the-wilh ; 
That I had dy'd e're known you had beerr Married. i 

Dis. So many ſoft words from my Belimenr's rhouth 
Had made me mad wth joy, ans next to.that, 

Ie hey be rea, how Tfhll be reveng'd 1 Gelfide 
If they be real, how I ; ; 
—— But why at my being Married ſhoald you figh?- 

Cel. Becauſe I love, is that « Wonder, Madam ? 
Have you not Charms ſafficient at firſt ſighe 
To wound a heart tenderand a>rnine ? 

Are you not heavenly fair ?— oh 's my grief —— 
—— Since you muſt be anothers. 

' Djs. Pray hear me out, and if you'love meaſter, 
Perhaps you may not think elf unhappy: 

When Night was ms, ths longs for Night, and all 
Retir'd to give us' (lent room for joy: — 

Cel. Oh 1 can hear no mort? — by Heav'n I cannote . 
—— Here— ſtab me to.the heart=lrt ont oy life, 

I cannoc live, and hear what 6llow's next. 

Dis. Pray hear me Siy——— 

Cel. Oh you will tell me tie ws kind ——— 
Yes, yes -— oh God —— were not his balmy Kiſſes, 
Sweeter than Incence offer'd up to Heaven? - 

Did not his Arms ſofter and whiter far, 
| W of Swans, 
ſpeak, 


or ICE 
I a Paſſion, I'm too young!” © 
Ty'vs learnt the Art of hiding ; 7 07 29 


=. 
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7 Dis. Kind, yes; ty Blafisto Flow'rs, or carly Fruit 1. 
as - Batra; fyll of youthful heat, | 
| But like a daryp, he daſht ay kindled flame, 
8 And all his Reaſon was — he lov*'d another, 
! A Maid he call'd Celinds. s 
[| Cel. Oh bleſſed Man! 
Dis. How Sir? 
- *Cet. To leave thee free, to leave thee yers Virgin. 
Dia. Yes,1 have vow'd he never ſhall poſſeſs me. 
| Cel. Oh how you bleſs me —-but you ſiillare Married, 
| And whil'f you are fo —— IL muſt h— | 
| Dia. Oh how his ſoftneſs moves me? _ [ Aſide, 
— But can all this diſorderpring from Love ? 
Cel. Or may 1 till prove wretched. 
Dia. And can you think there arc no wayes 
For me to gratifie that Love? | , Ca YT 
What wayes am I conſtrain'd touſe to work out thy Revenge. [ Afide, 
__ Cel, How mean you Madam ?' , 
Diz. Without a Miracle, look on my Eyes—— 
— And Beauty —— which you ſay cav kindle Fires, 
| — She that can give may cooretain deſires, 
[4 Cel. She'll Raviſh me — let me not underſtand you. 


Dia. Look on my W —— 
| Wrongs that Karr yy, 66A Chaſtity, 
| That a Religious Vow bad made to-Heaven, 
| 


— And next ſurvey thy owa perfcCtions, 
Cel, Hah —_—_—_ 
Dis. Art thou 


Fi 
i. "Tis Sin enough 


t 
Heaven tis 


Ie does deft 
1 de docs your 


Sir TIMOTHY TAW DRET. it 
Cel. Ithink the od Hardly beador ds,” OST 
If they their bleſſings nnake aord,” 0G _ 
De ot OC 
CG 

that I purſue 


For fince *tis my R | 
Leſs Beauty, and more & well may do. * [ Offers 14 ge. 


Enter Friendlove diſgnis'd, as one from a Camp. 


Cel. Madam you muſt not go with this miſtake. [ Hold: ber, 

Friend. Celinds, has d me true— "tis ſhe— _ 

Good morrow Brother, what ſo carly at your devotions ? 

Cel. O my Brother's come, and relieves me. [_Afide. 

Rebak Tour Gee ET Saint, | 

—— Pray Sir what Lady's | 

Or is it blaſphemy to her name ? 

—Dy ay hogs nn, 's fair — Witch what a charming 

Fierceneſs, ge Rong my bor to my heart. 

—— Death how her glict'ring ee gore and wound ! 
Ty ; 


r 

And have already d 
L Yor rig danger in it tho 

Cel. es, i you s "> - 
She has Charms that will bewitch you. 
———1 dare not ſtand their miſchief. [ Ex 

Friend, —— Lady— 1 am a Soldier——yet in my gentleſt terms 
I humbly beg to kiſs your <—_— | 
—_ there's Magick in gs 

y Heaven you carry an every part. 

Dis. Thisis a Man indeed fie my purpoſe, [ Aſide, 

Friend. Nay do not view me, Iam no lovely object. 
Iam a Man bred up to Noiſe and War, 
And know not hoy to dreſs my looks in (miles 3 51 
Yet truſt me, fairone, Treat love and ſerve IS , , 
As well as an Endymion, or Adonis, | 
Wou'd you were to 
Dis, Why Sir? — What | 
Friend. Why—1 cou'd die for you. 
Dea. = wana” ay 


And by my Eyes*tis done. Ty 20 4% 
* 2.0” 
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Dis. Tknow not what you'call juſt, orbrave, - 
But thoſe whom I do the honourto command, 
Muſt not capitulate. 


Friend. "Let him be blaſied with the name of Coward, 
That dares diſpute orders. 

Dis. Dare you for me ? 

Friend, With Anna + —, © thay my Trade ta fight, 

Dis. Nay, "tis but a fiogle 

Friend. ame him. 

Dis. Bellmour. 


Friend. Of Torkſbire? —— Companien to. young: Friendleve , that 


came lately from Ital 

Dia. Yes, doy cos bib 

Friend. Ido, whohasolt e of Bellmaxe , 
We Travel'd into Italy together — But ſince, Lhcary 
He fell in Love with a fair cruel Maid, 
For whom he 

Dis. Heard you Log ke 

Friend, Dons , as in Fortune. 
Wou'd ſbehad le {1 00> more of pity... 
And that 1 knew not how to wiſh, till now . 
That I became a Lover, 


Dis. Lk had | Darts, 
| nortberco's eo and home. 
Let your good for Fricnd alone, 


Leſt he'being happy, you ſhou'd be undone 


For he and you, cannot be bleſt at pnce. 

Friend. How Madam ?- 

Dis. 1am that Maid heloxes, and who bates himn.. 

Friend, Hate him. . 

2317 ok 

ri me unhappy 

Dia. Tat FFT AER 
Surely I am not fair, or Man” 
Friend. She knows 


ren 


Tan oc 
Ty dot; RR... but obey. 


[Abd 


[Afides. 


Sr TIMOTHY "TAWDREE 


6 me {6 * 
[Dia By otlthe Vows that Heaven tycy hearts tog:ther with, 
I'll be entirely yours. | 
rg 
T at , are not 
Bur take *em up, when Heaven bas thrown 'cm down, c 
wit t cot a . Aſide, 
You ſhall command, whilſt I go ſeek this Bellmour 
+ Diz. But &reyou go; Lemuſl inform you why 


1 dopurſue him with my juſt Revenge. 
| Friend, 1 wil attend, bar hear wopaticntly- [Ex4 


Scene 4 Bawdy-benſe. 
Extey Mrs, Driver, aud Betty Flauntit: 
Flats, Driver, grethee call for a Glaſs, chat I-may fer my [clf-in or- 
4:r, before 1 go up, for really my Knight has noe beer! ar home all chis 
night, and T am foconfis'd —— 


Enter one with # Glaſ?, ard nor Weneber, = 


% * . 


T 43 


> 
Lord Mrs. Driver.t wonder you ſhou'd ſend for me when other Womeis 
Se company 3 Yoo koow,of all chings in dhe Work; hate Whores, 
chey4re the pratingRlewdeſt poor Sreaturea ln ramen and I wou'd not . 
for an _ imotby ſhou'd know that I keep company , twere 
enough to | ' 

Mr:. Driv, TORY Meh. Fade, this Lquire chat you were ſent 
to for, has two or three perſons more with that muſt be accommo- 


n 


exrdecy Perccot,l ara 
us, when ſhe were (et out in 
original garments, wou'd be mach be- 


own natural colours, and her 


eh, but 'tls a Wit that takes now z the Agt in ter'd 

finceI took upon me Þue-'tis i fine Percicoat, 

Gullanr, tho" 6n « ule WomtasviAadkagain; (its a 
6 . . 


_ 
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Men love as much for Mallee, as for Lechery; 8s they call it.” Oh 'tis a 
t mover to joy, as they fay,:*tohaves Wornan that 


that's kept. 
Jen. Well! bole awe maty arrive to that excellent degaee of Crack- 
ing, to be kept too one day. 


Mrs. Driv, Well, well, get your ſelves in order to go up to the Gentle- 


Flaxnt. Driver, what art thou talking to thoſe poor arcatures,, Lord 
how they ſtink of Paint and Pax, age 2 

Mrs. Driv. They were only you that were 
ſhou'd intrude upon the priviledges of the Commonects. _ 

Flannt, Lord, they think there are (uch joyts in keeping, when I vow 
Driver, after awhile, a Miſs has. as painful a life, as a Wife, our Mcs 
&zivk, tay out late, and Whore, like any Husbands., 

riv. But Thope in the Lord, Mrs. lea noms fÞ no ſuch Man, I 
never ſaw him, but I have heard "be under decent corzeQion. 

Flawnt. Thou art miſtaken Driver, I can keep him within no moderate 
bounds without blows z but for his filthy cuſtom of W I have 
almoſt broke him of thut—— but prethes Driver, who are Gentle- 
men ? 

Driv. Truly, I know not; but they. are fige as Princes 3 
gd of 'em were diſguis'd\in Lot hy but they haye 
ſent 'em away this morning, and they're free as Emperors—one of 'em 
has. loſt a thouſand pounds at Play, and never repin'd at it : one's a 
Knight, and I belicve his courage is cool'd,for he has ferretted my Maids 


over and over to night —But tis the ine, young handſom Squire that 1 


for, 
7 yang Nomatter for bis. handſomocſaet we hav bim that has moſt 
money. [ Ex, 


Scene a Chanber, a Table with Box and Dice. 
Bellmour, Six Timothy, Sham and Sharp. 


Bll. Damn it,” ive us more Wine. 
WhodaaipcheB 


ys 2 bean Pk Squire, whoſe Reputation with 
1047p again £aþeb , 7 ee fork to my 


En for nentthaukad, 


IED== are not. half de. 


Sir Tins. 


Sir. TIMOTHY TAWDRET. 4s. 


Sir Tim, Faith Fr. , I'm a little maukich with fitting vp all ai 
and want «\ſitall 'this morning —— Did we not (cn hos 
Whores? 

Bel. et nbn/inc Wench — 

By Heaven I hate the Sex. 


All but —— 
Appaee Gangs Monſters ta my cyes and thoughts. 
Tim. Wha art Italianiz d, and loveſt thy own Sex ? 

cn that will ler metbing" To ere by flow Eye 10 
Man that will be ' To flow degrees to 
Hell, as if he were aftaid the World An pony $ no ther 
ſeorn i, rs like « Conventichier —— No give me « dan who, to be 
certain ofs damnation, will break a Solemn Vow to « Contracted Maid. 

Sir Tim... Ha, ba, ba, 1 thoy wou'dſt have faid at lecalt —had 
murder'd his Father, or raviſh'd'his Mother—break a Vow quoth ye—by 
Fortune I have broke a thouſand . 

Bl. maooay Tape a Man of Honour ! and will be ready when... 


ere the Devil calls thee. —— Sa—bo—mare Wine, more Wine, and 
Dice. 

Emer 8 Servant with Dice and Wine. 
Come, Sir, let me —— : [ Throws and'loſer. 


Sir Tim, What will you {# me, Six 7 . 

Bel, Cater Tray ——=a hundred Guinneys — oh damn the Dice —— 
* 5 Tin, By Forms FU do the yen—gie me the 

Si Tim. By Fortune, Ill do thee ve me the Glaſs —and*? 
Sham, to thee— Confuſion to the Rn þ 


 So— now I'm like m ab, 
A lietle room for life — bur {> 
As Hell it —*.- #-roitter -igonalr - OOO 
To dono one deed in the whole courſe on'r, 
Leſt that ſhou ſave my Soul in ſpite of Vow-breach. 
L—_ dyc——that ey a areas 


drop 
TE: and ferc Maige 
_— ER OC. LG, 


5 9a (-lor emnn 
So truly ( Weepr, - 


ta—So., _ Prank —by Fortune the Rogue is Mang» 


i =. Ob tme—ht x Devin rk 
Bel, A Wench, orany ler s drink arourg, 


Sham. They're corps as wilhe for, - 


- 
5 
| - o os 


46 "THE ToWN-F OP: Or WF, 
Eeter-Flauntit, Difvet; Delt and Jermy monte;  » || 


""Bell, Oh Damn 'em'! What ſhall Tdo? 
Yet it wou'd"look like Virtue to avoid *em. 
No, I muſt venture on —— Ladies y'are welcom. 

Sir Tim, How the Women? — Hold, hold, —_ let me chooſe 
too —-Corme, unmask, and ſhew 
Flaunt, How ? ir Timothy ! What ow dmc a fore: [ Af 

Sir Tim, Come, unmask, 1 ſay, a willing Weach wou'd have ew'd 


al im half chis time. 
Flaxnt. Wou'd ſhe ſo lmpudenoe ! [ Pulls off ber Mack, 
Fa one SY cl hve. erket Fopp, "whey Ti 
lawnt, This is the Trade you you et OPP, at 
home expeQting you OE ſhes freer night. 
Sir Tim, Na 
Flaunt. "Tis LED! Senld that which ſhould buy me Per- 


ticoats, whil'ftT gov rw On Miſtif6,l'd as live be your at this 
rate, oI had 3 and I'm in no ſmall danger of getring the Foul Diſcaſt 
by your Lewdnels. ., -: 

Sir Tim, Vidtorious bevy, be merciful, and J6 not Tuine my Reputa+ 


tion amongſt my 
Flawnt. Your __— you mean, you Sott you. 


* Sir Tim, Nay ann; -=ajy* Betty, hear or 7imy. 
Flaunt, My poor Ninny , I'm us'd y, and won't cnditre 
it. 


Sir Tim. T've won Money to night, Bey, to uy thee Cloarhs — hum 
—hum— Well aid Fraxk,, towſe the Tirtte Jiles, they came for the 


Ge. 
gy = The Devil confound him, what a Prize have Thoft by his be- 


ing here——— my comfort is, be has not found me out tho? but” chinks I 
came to look for him, and accordiogly T malt differnBle. 


B:l. What's here ? a Lady all in tears? | 

Sir Tim. An old acquaintance of that takes it unkindly that I 

m fot change—Berty, (a fhragagh Tcan fettle i'm 
"= em bur dra Him in. 


icd , TVS 4, 
Flaunt, This mollifies In Anak 
EN Connie Trung, aoarthiga tor Conte | 
a 
My Ren vey Bol 1 fave a Vi hs 
g her,choy a 


ful — 
KK ba + try my cope wb, Eo pr TT 


we TIMOTHY 'THWDRET. 2 
ln none nr as 
Man deſerves 


ay pus pgs. 


_ _— 
AndI am enter'd. Ty. 
Flaznt. You ſee, Sir, how miſcrable we Women are that love you! 


Mew 

Bell. How did you love him !'love him againſt his will 

Flawnt. So it- Su — 

Bell. Oh thou art wretched then indeed; no wonder if he hate thee— 
oy arias Tome -Curſe thee till thou'rt damn'd.as Ido lot Din-- 


Apae, . 
lens, Curſe me | he were not beſd in my bearing, l 
Let him do what he will behind my back. 
What ails the Gentleman ?— | 
Bell. Geds ! What an odious thing meer Coupling is ! 
A thing which every ſenſual 
Can do as well as we— but prethee tell me, 
Is there t cIſe berween the Nobler Creatures ? 
Flaunt. Not that-4 know of, Sir—Lord he's very filly, or very iomo=- 


Oferr wh ber, 
near divine Celonda, what 
all my raviſhe ſenſes ! 
Man's extaf'd, ſure I hall take him [ Afide, 


you are ſad. 
on Gm oo abode, 
+ very Hell 
= Bat thisis noe the way to Notre tnrwithadoc 


[mts 
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Will you not ſhew me ſome of Artsof Love,. - 

| For I am very apt to learn of — Gods —— 

| What is it I negotiate far —— a Woman | 

| |. Making a bargaia to poſſeſs a Womaa ! 


1Oh never, never.! 11 
F /axnt. The Man is in Love, that's certain —— as 1 was fayiog, 
Sir — " —— | 
Bel. Be gone Repentance ! thou needleſs goodneſs, 
Which iF1 tollow, canſtlead me tomo j 
Come tclkme-the price of all 
"Sir Tim. Look you Miftrifs, I am but a Countrey Knight, 
Yet I hou'd be gladl of your farther acquaintance. 
—— Pray who may that Lady be-— 
Driv, Who Mrs. Flawmit Sir ? 
Sir Tim 1 (he? day « fine. by Fortune. 
k Driv. I'll aſſure you, Sir, the's kept —and is a great Rarity, but to « 
Friend or (6 
Sir Tim, Hur —kept— by whom? 7, 
-  Driv. Why a filly Knight Sir, thac —— | 
- Sir Tim,-1, 1, ſilly indecd — 2 Pox upon ber—e filly Knighe you 


— 


Driv. Ay, Sir, one ſbe makes a very AG of. 

Sir Tim Ay (0 methinks—— but ſhe's kind, and will do reaſon for 
all him. | 
 Driv. To 2 Friend, a Man of Quality —— or fo, 

Sir Tim. &y (he blinds the Knight. 
- -Drev. Alas, Sir, —— he,poor Cally, thinks her a very Saint— 
but when he's out of the way, ſhe comes to me to pleaſure a Friend, 

Sir Tim, But what if the Fool mils her ? | 

Drir. She cryes Whore firſt, brings him upon his Knees for her fault, 


and a' of Plare, or a new Petticoat, makes bis Peace 

| pre on Sans hippo vv yr wo ene np OY 
Knight, and the reſt that you ſpeak of. 

+ Driv. How Sir? then I niundone, ſhe's the upbolder of my Calling, 


the very grace of my FunCtion. _ | 

$.r Tim, Is ſhe 6? wires os ſelf thep, 1.1] have no more 
of hcr,by Fortune —— I humbly thank you for, your intelligence, and 
theveſt, Well—I ſee there's not one honeſt Whore i'th' Nation,by Fore 


[unc. 


Enter Charles Bellmour and Truſly, 


Heark ye Miſtriſs, what was your bus'nebs berg ? 6: tet \ 
#launt, To mect a Regud on — 
Rent | . Sir Tims 


Si TEMO THY) T4W DRET. 


Sir Tim, And Ito meet a Whore and GmayiR ies 


» 


I RE cer ke arii, G bor your Lawrgacs ar diſtore diſcover'd,he: 
ood Matron of the Hoaſe done me thay kind- 
nc — ALLEGES and. I'll leave 


oy PO RPO IF LET ar F yr 7 ns 7/4 
< 


Bell, Take hence that Boy- | 
Char. How Six ? — You are my elder Brother, onkong pet ptr 


ty do the bus'nefs Fit Fatunny Vang and from my Uncle to 


Wife. 
Bel. You may return, and tell him that he's dead. | 
Char. Dead ! ſure, Sir, you Rave. [ Trrns bim about. 


Bel. Indeed I do-— but yet ſhe's drad they ay. 

Char. How came ſhe dead ? | 

Bell. 1 kill'd hex——ask nv more but leave me. ry _ . 
age 

Char. Sir, this is Madmans language, and not to be beliey'd. 

Bell. Go to — y'are a fawcy w—_—_ 

Char. Sir, I'm an 


me. 
Bell. PR EPIUt 7 
Char. A Settlement ! on whom ? this Woman She ? 
Bell, Yes, on this Woman Sir. 
Char. Are you ſtark mag }—Know you whe you are? 


Bel. Yes, in a Ba 
ay Whore) 


Char. And this Se— 
Bell, A very Whore = eqirey marceoury 
And what of this T5 = 
Char. And can you love her, Sir ?;- 
SED 
What—+is'tin Charity 


. Ba 
;booek ? "> RF d Y 
os dw 7 mw” RG L 
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Char. Ts your Luft grown { bigh — - 
Bell. Take that—— birts: 65. iP (Striker bim, 


Bur fince y'are (© free Sir, IL demand that Fortune, which by my Fathers 
with 'are bound to pay the day after your Wedding day 3, my Siſter's 
too 
bell, i ha—5i ir Timotby, come hither —who doſt chink this is ?- 
Sir Tim. A Fidlerperhaps —let him play in'theinext Room. 
Bell. No, my Brother —come to demand his Portion of me — he {xys 
Tam inlewd company, and, like a Boy, he wou'd corre me. 
Sir Trm, Why this comes of idlenels, thou fhouldfi have bound him 
Prentice in time, the Boy wou'd have made a good ſawoy Taylor. 
Char. Sixra, fra Relic whom 1 muſt chas chaftiſe. F Kicky bim. 
[ Thvy all draw, and Bellmour ftanls | ,nd fight; with 
Charles, the IW omen run ſqueaking out \ 'Vir Tim. and 
Sharp ſ=: bebind, Truly inorpy 
Traft. Hold, hold # dear Maſters ! oh what a fight is 
this! two Brothess hring with other? gh, wore my old Mafter 
alive, this wou'd break hisheart : oh, Sir, you've kill'd Brother. 
Bell, Why then his Portion's paid. »” wounded, 
i Sir Tim. How kill d? ney a rime we depance en, and ſhifred for 
=" [ Ex. vir Tim. Sham and Sharp. 
Truft. Ol Sir, ſhall T ſend for a 
Char. No fora Coach rather, I am not wounded much. Creſy 
Bell. How dar'ſt thou truſt thy ſelf Jone with me ? 
Char, Why ſhou'd I fearthee® va 
Bell. Becauſe I'm made - ® | 
Mad as a Tygrefs rob'$6f her 
Char. What is't that thakevyon to? 
Bell. My Wadtice Tollrichs Webuke him for'y, | 
Has rnin'd-rre, hon nd my fiRereos, 1 - - 
By Marrying me toa fair hated Maid, 
When I had plighted all 
yr Trulty. 


co Si, pres a Co will bome with me > 
you me 
Bell. ' Home i—no, never to that pace haw-(alP# 66. 
HW when I'm would'ſt 4 
And take the — 
ie L 
bp 
Tilt then, 1' let 
The miſchiefs that enfuc a 
heh The End of the 


Si TIMOTHY THWDRET. «x 


l—— —_— 


dd 


——_—_. FI —_—_— 


ACT. V. 
\ Scene Covent garden, 


Emer Betty Flauntit aloxe. 


I xoſe the wrong way to day,l have had ſuch 'dill luck eve- 

ry way: Firſt to be fent for toſucha Man as this , and,as the 4 

Devil wou'd have it, to find my Knight there : Then tobe juſt upon the 

intof my Fortune, and: to be interrupted 7 that virtuous 

quarrel happen, that ( 

him in the car, toſay ſo much as meet me here — anon ) 

forc'd me toquit the houſe, leſt the Conſtable had dove it tor me: Then 

that that filly Bawd ſhou'd diſcover all tro my Cully 3 if this be nor ill 

luck, the Devil's in't — Buc Driver mult briog macters abour, that I 

er antonnry a aac nehrmaaonce: comes my Noddy, I mui 
to be angry. 


,. 


Emer Sir Timothy. 


Sir Tim. Lord, Lord, how you logk now, as if you had committed 
no miſdemeanor z my 7 po what canſt thou fay for thy felf, 
thou Reneg:do thou, for being falſe ro my boſom, ſay ? 

Flaznt. Falſe to your boſom ! You filly impudent Soct you —— who 
darcs accuſe me? 

-— yo E'en your truſty and well-beloved Friend Mrs. Driver the 
Baw C 

Flaxnt, She ! ſhe's an impudent confounded Lyar--—and becauſe ſhe 
wou'd have your Worſhipful Cuſtom------ſcandaliz'd me, to breed a dif 
ference between us. / 

Sir Tim. 1, if you cou'd make me believe that indeed; when ſhe knew 
me not, nor ever (aw me all dayes of her life before. | 

Flauxt. 1 know that Simpleton; bat when I weae to inquire for you by 
nor was ſhe fo dull, as not to 'utidesſtand how. matters went between 


- | 

Sir Tim. Now, tho' 1 know this to- be a''damn'd Lye, yet che Devil 
has aſſiſted kes to make it lock fo like Tzuthy, that 1 cannot; in Honour | Y 
but forgive ber. yd 21455 8 21819 brobgl nit ad p 
has hater, 


| Platont: we$—ivyko tnllhagire 
ringand Drinking ===> marry yh = 


= 


js THE WOW WFOP?: br” 


leaſt if y'are everywhere as 


kin their figie Chariors, as if they had 
d it with a Maidenheads whil't I, who ««.p my ſelf entirely 
you,can get nothing but the Fragments of your Debauches — I'll be 
damn'd bctore I'll endure it. 
Sir Tim, Juſt as the Baywd aid, yet T am. mollifi'd—nay dear Berry 
ive me, and I'Il be very good for the future. 
lawnt. Will you ſwear to be {© ? 
. Sir Tim. 1; by Fortune I will. 
F Flawnt Come, what will you give me then to be Friends ? for you 
won Money laſt Night. | 
Sir Tim, Ay, that $.it-that appeaſes her floems—— here my 


1 Jewel, hcre's a hundred Se buy thee 
Flaunt. Yes, great ſtore of ing, inde wth thi pic 
= let me feel in your Pockets, and ſee if you have ne more. x rg 
| : | s Pockets, 
| Sir Tim. So, *twas well F: laid by the reſt; my Peace had not been 
| made under every Rag on't elfe ; what I'was 010,99 Proves Jew 
| all this Night, would have been laid out at the Mercers and Lacemans ia 
| half an hour —- Well, are you ſatish'd 1 haye no more ? 
| Flaunt, Have you ſunk none indeed, and indeed, my Timmy ? 
| Sir Tim. No, Inccd not, you fink mine faſt enough, I thank ye. 
Afde. 
Flaunt, Well, - your ſelf to.. go. abroad with me. 
| Fir Tim, 1 have other matters in hand——now have I Four hun- 
2 dred Guineys in Bank, which I won-laſt Night of Belmaur, which I's 
3s make uſe of to debauch his fifter, with whom I'm damnably. in love, and 
'sF long for the return of my two Setting Dogs, to bring me News of tho 


that we'll 


| Sip Tis. And | Golg, like 
all other mortal muſtrcturn(rom whence it came. 
Sbarp. for Shs and 1 have diſpos'd of part. 


Ee tate ce bgchesof ws thi 
Inxe Wit expugh to manage "ein. | & Tim, 


—— 


T1) 


Sin'T IT TAWPRET. 5%$3 

Six Tias. Whar——the Goldſmith paid the Money at ſight, without, 
demanding why ? 

— Six—— he's a brayc Fellow, and muſt not be loſt. 

Sham. By no means, we muſt make uſe of him whil'ſt he's hot, for FL 
doube the humor is not natural, and 1 fear he may cool. 

Sw Tam. But to our bus nels. 

Sberp. Ay, Sir, this (ame Siſter of his you muſt have. 
bebe nope =" 5 yn it out of favour, 4 
nages this Fopp too intirely 

Sir Tim. Ay, but art thou ſure there is no danger in this Eaterprize ? 
ſhall I noe have my throat cut? and .the reſt. 

Sham, We have none of that Iraliax humor now adayes, I can aſſure 
ye 3 they will ſoancerwith a Brotherly kindneſs, affift the yielding Siſter, 
to the willing Gallant. 

Sir Tim. A good Guiring incfaatian, Feng. 


Sham. And, Sir, you 2 I 
heard, refus'd to pay a nerhoghs the Fate of &young, 


heanddle Wench in this Town, thee ries on weak Virtue -- then be- 
cult ſhe's in the houſe with her ſame Steward has contriv'd 
nr mag RBes > AGICIETAL IMs , her Lodgings being in the; 
Garden. 

Sir Tim, This is ſomething —oh I'm impatient to be with her---- 
Well, Imuſt in,and make ſome Lye to Betty for my abſcnce,and be with- 

Sharp, What defign haſt thou in hand? for 1 ſuppoſe there is no 
ach rea this as the debauching ofthis Lady. 

wy Dna bid, cnf bifiere to 

bile for hs and I muſt cozenthis Knight. 

Sharp, What our Patron? 

$bam. 1 Sharp, we are bound to labour ir our Callings, but mum — 
here he comes, 


Emer Sir Timothy - 


Si Tim. Come, Mrehow my Lyoneſs begins to roar- 
— You Sharp go (eek aft , watch his motions, and give rt 
tice. 

Flawnt, He is gone, and I believe ; 
Megan ly prot pes FO Ln, Trot por = 


Exter Load Plotwell, Charles, Truſty, aud two Servantt; 
"Lord. In a Bawd) with Whores, HeQtors; and Dice fob that 
Iſhou'tbe deceive in Marking, he whem 1 thought ales and 
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| Srid-oad 
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' Sz by — T2 od 9p *i* i 
o 


-Sobriety ! but go ſome of you imumediately,and take Officers along 
, ger op pts Gare, rom a Bay houlto Pio, ng 
ec Wife. ; 


Char. My Lord, when demanded her, be fald indeed that ſhe wes 
Kd by him 4 bue this, I mb eetrai antes, 

to: 
Charles has directed 


Ex. Servants. 


clighe, 


ag rig any © yg dts Cr 
Lord. That (hall be try'd; goto the place 
you, and do as I command you. 

—- Oh ſweet gr tv rp rs 
And gave thee to this Villain, becauſe I wiſht chee happy. 


5 Ae orts | 
Upon his Wedding Night to abandort thee ! 
And ſhew his 1 Natoral Lewdneſs. 

. Char, My I hope; *tis noe his Natural Temper, 
For ere we parted, from a Brutal Rudeneſs, 
He grew £0 all the ſoftneſs Grief cou'd diQtate. 

He talkt of breach of Vows, of Death, and Ruine, 
And dying at the feerof a wrong'd Maid, 
T know not what he mean. 
Lord. Ay,there's his z there is foe Jilting Huſly has drawn him 
in, bur PIl revenge my {elf on both. 


Enter P age. 
Page. A Letter for your Lorditsp. 
Lad Reads. 


MY LORD, 


Y | byond nny pager apa. ye yeux me, ſo I bumbly beſcech you 
to continue it z and the greateſt proofs you can give me of it, is to wſe all 
your int'reft to undo that tye between Bellmour and my ſelf, which with ſuch 
Joy you knit, 1 will ſay no. mare, bud as you love my Life, and my dearer 
Honour, get a Divorce, or you will ſee bath Kuin'd in 


Your Diana. 
A Divorce 3 yes, if all my Tntcreſt or Eſtate can purchaſe it—ſome joy * 


ct that thou art well. 
n Cher, Doobil-s ber Reatbus told Be great for this 


n TIMOTHT"TAWDREYT. of 
\ Chr. Praſons 6 near of Rin, dh (eldow proſper jn the Marrng 


NT ferns th Lace I eng am 3 
And as for him, I'll uſe him with what Rigor, 

The utmoſt limics.of che Law allows me. 

Char. Sir, I beſcech you. 

Led. You beſcech me ! you, the Brather of the Villain ! That has 
abus'd the beſt of all ae den)—— wo Lond I ſhall grow (for 
tis ke) to hare allchat to him. 

Char. Sir, how have ed ? 

Lond. Yes Sis, you have offended mec,and Naturc has offended me 3 
you are his Brother, and that's an offence tome. 

Char. Is that a fault, my Lord ? 

Lord. Yes, Sir, a great one, and I'll haveitſo 3 and let me tell you, 
you nor your Siſter ( for that Reaſon ) muſt expe no more friendſhip 
at my hands, than from thoſe that arc abſohute toyou : your 
Brother has refus'd you yous Portions, and I'll have as little raercy as he, 
pon eh IT: where's the Mcenger that brought the 

ex ? 


Page. Without my Lord. | Ex. Lord and Page. 
Traſt. Here's like to be a hopeful end of a Noble Family. com 
fort is, I ſhall dye with gricf, and not ſee the laſt of ye, W, 


erp, 

Char. No Trufty have not been fo rmeanly educated, but I know how 
to live, and like a Gentleman: all that aflits me in this misfortunc, is my 
dear Siſter Phillis z ſhe's young, and to be left poor in this looſe Town, 
will ruine her for ever. 

Treft. Sir 1 think we were beſt to Marry her out of the way. 

Char. Varry her! to whom? whois't poor Virtue ? 

Truft. For that let me alone 4 and if you dare truſt her to my 
ment, I'll undertake to Marry her toa Man of 2000 L a yearz and it FE 
fail, I'll be ſure to keep her Honour afe. 

Char, Prethce how wilt thou do this ? 

Truſt. Sir, T have ſerv'd your Family theſe years, with faith and- 
love, and if I loſe my now, I'll net to't more. 

Char, Do what thou wilt, for 1 am ſure thou'rt honeſt, 


And IN my Siſter wo thy conda@, 
Whil& I endeavor the con of my Brother. [ Ex, Chars 
| " Enter Phillis. 


Phil, No News yet of my Brother. 
RM  .., None 1 ylang. hear is, that he's undone, and that you 
I ol ogirtre 1 0d 


woo dons wh rr do, if he ſhou'd be fo cruel? pats r 


xs HE TOW NW:FOPP: Or” 
were'in Flanders at my if this be true. | 

Truſt, 1 have better bus'neſs tor you, than telling of Beads ——. 
No, Mrs. Philis you muſt be Married. | 

Phill, Alas ! Tam too young, and ſad for Love. 

Truft, The younger, and the leſs Love, the better, 


"Emter Page. 


" Page. Mr. Trufty, here's a Gentleman wou'd ſpeak with-you, be Gays 
his name s Mr. Sham. | 

-Truft. God's me Miftriſs, put-on all your Holyday looks, for this is 
the little Merchane of Love by Retail, thag brings you the Husband 1 


promis'd you. 
1 Emer Sham. 
Sham. Well Mr. Triſty,A have brought Sir Timothy, asT promis'd, he 


is at the Garden door. 
Truſt. The beſt time in the World, my Lord's out of the way, 
Sham, But you know our conditions. | 
* Truſt. Yes, that if he Marry her, you are to have all the Money that 
he offers to debauch her. 
Sham. Right. 
' Tra#t, Bring him in then, and I'll civilly withdraw. [Ex. Trufty, 


Enter Sham, bringing in Sir Timothy. 
Sir Tim, Well Sham, thou haſt prepar'd all things, and there needs 


no Ceremony. 


Sham. None, none Sir, you may fall down-right to the bus'nefs, 
Enter Phillis, 


Sir Tin, Sing, Con, ap Fil, w pee 
our , 

Whilſt we in , 
Count Minmes by our Kiſſes. 


Phil. What ſort of Courtſhip's this? *cis very odd? 

Sir Tim, *Pox on Formal Fopps, we have high-born and generous 
Souls, and ſcorn the common Road — Come, let's enjoy, whil'tt Youth 
and Beauty laſts. fm | 
 -Phill, What means this Rudenefs > I'll tell my. Brother. --. .. 
EAI nl 7 ped 
unconſci to leave thee a V he. w 
thee himſelf, and chatat cheaper Rates thap [ deſign to do ic. As 


Ae yy 1p pe PAY <n6 
aLady of delight TEES ame dear Pile, yea 
Oh I am mad JE the word, 'tis but 


wake head a 


cain me. To | OPT 0" 

Sir Tim, Tn ada TRY all mortal Womag:kind\, but 
how to hit the Critical Minvteof the Brrjere—— | 
Is paſt your 


Sir Ti POT olrte2'd chi upon 
ir Tim, I'll ery all Sin” on 

right at laſt, £ | To vo TAjis 
All the ſoft thi opp Pee Tl = | * 

Phill, That * o yourPuttoophr roi 

8% Thin. "ThetiT kneel'd—and R—nad EY 

Phill. And damn'd your ſalf five times — 

Sir Tim. Yet ſtill yare —TI'Þ make ahother Ptopd=. 
ſition to you, which is both r modith — er aa 
yl _ you ——the oy < Key yon 4 | 

P ou no carneſt of, me, farewe tg 

E: Vs 6s 


Emer Shar 


Sir Tim. Oh Sham, 1 am all over Thiye 
Maritan do ( orgs. doing what eps joy? nh 


thing will down with her but Matrimbny<=what halt do? fron 


| 


- 
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boon tant Mary 


ti od Fr TA atk 


"7 _ 
Tim. Lotd, that this 
haſt Wo and get _ 


Foote 
fex her to keep up my flame. [ 


Sha#t. Andt ah 4a | 


Wn 


The Scene a Street.” 


Enter Fricndlove diſgui:'d & hw” 


Friend. Thnd Diewe knows me not nod this 
CY twice > becver IE: 
> lifes pes be DROmn 


_ 
== 
fer me 
diſan» 


way 


ya apr, 
cis 
DH NCTOPGE TT ITT 209 wok pep 
and-tho' the Bricft bare ind fem 
A an ie ag Fortune FOR 
Enter Bellmour /ae. 
7 Iſtek-— fo near my Lodgings too— Sir 1. 
Friend.. Traytoy thou knowl me an pay ir 
—Look on this face, if thou dar fi look on | IFOPIER 
'd —— and draw thy Sword: 
- Thou hou "It be Friendlove, Brother toCelinds.. 
* Friend. And Lover of Dians too—oh quickly draw, 
Or I ſhall leave thee like 4 Caward, dead. 'F 
Bel, No, ratherlike a Sacrifice, | LOfmroteembrace bis. . 
And thou ſhou'dit be the Prieſt ſhould offer ic 4 
But that I have yet- 
Kudos ob 
Ican allow no time 
A here ets , 
ere, a thouſand wounds, 
d heart of rgine, SPE 


mydairinjur'd Wife, | | 
4 ee ke kia Wikkf [effote. . 


Gy mnt er 


leave the reſt of all thy fins d ? 
blrert ty Gm Poetaid Levi 


a= bone an urea * 


_ 
7) EEE x 5 


Bel. Of thee ! —— dar it thoy 


5 wE 


And ''tis with reaſon thou SFLGY 
To one o much unwortby to 
Friend. Yes, I do love 
And will defend her from one ſo 
Bel. { Sis made warn Ou 
Cn DRONE 


That I may dye wrt the 
Friend. Tobreak wy Fa 
And has took back Oo ay 


ww” 
AndIw know, w 
—— Nay now roy ih jon F1CT, 
—Stabdoff a He Ladd or 
And make my paſſage to hes th throughth 
Friend. And fo you ſhall | « Wat 
—Difarm'd ! by Heav'n youlh abt 
A Rage that is too juſt here tggive o'I+1 ,. 


The Scene changes 10 the infude of Friendloves CAA 


Iz 


is | Polls bim ok. 
b Se: th Ws. Cores | A... 4 
Friend, By Heav jo8 qarep oere's 1 
Bell, I know thou loveſt her, | ” 4 A * 


—_ 


G@ "PRE TOW N-FO27: Or. 


| Enter Glinda, = beim ly Nur, | 


Nur. Oh Madam, here's Mr, Bellmewy he has wounded” my yoong 
Maſter, OL OS RITA into the houſe, aud alin 
Rage demands his Wife... | 

Cel. Oh Heav'n! demands his Wiſe ! is hat ſa, 
Added to all the reſt —dges þe then love her ? 


Enter, Bellmour with 1270 Swords. 


Ner. Whether do you preſs Sit ? And, what's your buſineſs 3" 
Bell, Toſce my Wife, rgy Wife, it 


buf oppolicln?, [Pubs bir roight 
;  Gra).. 


by 
. 


And muſt I meet with nought buy ! 
_ Cel, Let him cole in”, 
 Nar, Marry he lets himfdlf. in, Tthank bitm. 

10s b 4.7 nw ice ng er'd &'re with horror! 


from 
—_— Fair ? wo! 
by my ls polo ar he wg 2 


AP an.e Sane QAEOy 
Cel, Who is't you mean 

Bell, A thing tha hav mm hes bd 
Qne who o lately gave her felf to me, 
__ ks my life, fox the ſame fins,” 

attac ox 

Which ſhe her ſelf commirs — Ak ts the 106, 
— Yet Gillſhe is nry Wife, whom 004k 
Till when, ſhe was a TI uote g 
To fobefh = yet Tl gtret n 
v'ns!. he repents 

Rnd een Ee, n "ris elit 


Throws by he Sword. 
tha 


DT von oo: 


Exver Friendlove... + -orach -ruoelng 


Friend. Defend me !"the Traytor here? and at Diaxs's feet, 
The fitteſt Altar r_ ep love, and 
— Turn, turn, w and meet my j 
Cel, Oh hold, my deareſt Brother. * ' [_Bellen. 75 "patter ets 
gan oooh > er pc 


- = 
- of bf : 
wm. h R = . 4 
—_— kth a 


wo ty” — wich that prophae opinion ; 4 FO 
Cel (s) _ Shay fre bt 
Celindatafe | 0+ hinge | : 
Dia. Stay, ,my 
Bell. Thou why who art 


whom mavavealtthe Pentence chow fhebwſy/ Lank 
Can ſcarce forgive the injuries thou'ſi bexs | 
Bell. Hhew a Penitence for 
Ir Heal comt geo 
that I am is the divine +; 
pry go Sew 
M ... Canl thou not roll me! he padunethen bas rd. 
Bell vt the bred Youth whom * Es mln 
Art Rival? to SC 111 WIT oma - 
She had given hr Vow? mma, Pu $11: FR '\G. 
N= yet rm FR kill thee 5! | = 


> 


6 UE YO DPr bot 


ns 5 Ina el far ade 
act, 


A nes Oe INN 


OW9. bleadgar «Ty 
ILITH b - ) | a : 
Milaking i for a Divine! | Te rtioa 
Cel. To your fair Wife Diana, 4 oY if 
—_ Oh cruel Maid ! a Son Sk eng ae 


Mm In 


——_ pleas'd thou ſhou'dſt 
Andiſct me free from F 
Bell, 1f all our Laws cam } 
Ends all my claim. _.._- 
Friend, Was this the 
Bel, Yes,T had no other” 
Dis. Fair Maid ! forgive me 
And charge my fault ou ue 
Cel. Excdlent Creature ! Ty, e for that 
wi CAPLON GHG 
My 


Whil(t I to fave m  —- when! | [ 
( That galy + og 


Ib, TS 
Cedar 

a wile forgive, 
Dia. gry FE Ms vb | 

Friend. Yes, Madam, I hope t © name cam make. po diff rence 1 
Or hate that Rill, ſo.you; Mk | 
gs 7/998 A + 


Dis. Tho' I'm 
Rh, .. | = $71 7 
4 hare. 
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Proves leaſt offenſive, nor 
| Alter my hx'd Reſolves, to 
y Friend. Then I am bleſt !. 
Bell, But yet the office of 


IE hb eſs act 
Eo tobe . 


Upon my 
But this I know, ſie». 
Fes nd ju 2 on F Fae fl 


EEO, 


And that ny Brachae, 


my 


ee 3h £117.42 wo 7 bd 


Ne waion 
nad Le 


Serv. Sir, my Lord Platwel is at s doc Wy 
Dis. My Uncle come 1 Six, ve = ortyne; al 
But how came he to know 
Serv, Madarn, I fear iS, edi: bin the Late 
ter. 


pa Lol Pn Chills, Fl. brand af aphel wen 
Lord, Belmowr and Dians kneeling | | 34 


and Diara 
— Riſe, the joy I have to fee you thus makes {tao __ 
Reſolve to grant you 4 hace po. | 
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you wou 
' Bell, Oh dreſs your Face and Eyes in ge »qbb ym noqtl 
Maf you wen'd haves | . 71 Zan I owmon:l 1 aid 1ud 
- Lord. Riſc, and w rey ash Tu whe 231 07 fiint 1:4 
* Dia. That you'll undo het Hot; x _ vs flog bed2eds A 
Lord. How | this Requeſt Tyberrt LT ns m bak 


wan 2m b or tai hang 
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Lou 4m Tow vDns tie 31, M0) ill 


Lord. Wind yo8 fr prog pant 0 ein 0) 44 
What thou ſay & the for thy Pardoat 1c! ©: 'S 
+---Boll, 1 am (o guilty in yout 6pinion, b< Liga od Vim 


— Ard it ou thou 
The in 


I only ay Celinds is my Wife, win hh 
"7 too Maid, 

Not to adore EA  Jvarnl% Lo] vas nit on, 
Lord. WD agains: nl vid art 
Add F- { 00:1. Ti Dia. 
en Cho nia,” "7p 

'd have been leſs ; 
—Where iedar Lad DHA your ſo ddmire, T bro] wan 
Whole bene does ep tat Don a6-M 
6.09} 126i yah | :« Celina, OX the 1 
Bir; green rig in Clind Leo 5117] -—* 
Dis. This; is ſhe who merits more than _ 010 7 3; 02 {yvlob 
© Lord. She's faix indeed @Herd Branatyg7107 11 4/114 3) 200 21 
I give thee thy Celinds, whoſe beauty M2 3991 uy 29 1 
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Sir EPMOTHT: TAMDRET 6) © | 


Dio. Yor nay boljeve himy Sire,and this wlanc's the Men iwhanrl 
wh; or never '1 bns ,'/h A eo 10 Por wag N 5v5 
Lord. Me; « Noble Chad, 


and what party ay {oe ne 

Friend. Ts lck a our Sr the (ry Grind) witou the 
ep aitetie fode; peiiundy Gents 
This Term, we ſhall mako the” Gmact Mlartiage wold, till thee - 
love on, and fearirig frowns from#ortune—but Nephew—onow I hope 


your Brother ſhall daye his Portion. ET THI & / vhy 37 Yo 25h 
Bell. by Count Chering, tou ; phoenthy Beche: more ory 
Ard ſhare the Fortune; Hea 
Cbar, Tho avs fx ener mach ho gael Mt 
ng Hoey bam Rude; 4 £ 4 b 1s 
a1 07 2 07 1011100 1.07 3 V:5b 10 3 
Emcer Se Timoty pits't 4 Phils, Shue Sharp, | 
- Siv Time: Lampurſu'd byrwoit (Wenmgre Fred, 
tell? oF mpeg vr "em aways)! - ls 01 
"Low What's the Newshere doo mon ———* Wuhan 
Sir Tim, How Bells (w0 | a49,naw you'd Ione 
dfotmy Life, at oxtune. 
gr” Pd Sir, hls Vital bone ha adei'd a/c with # fall Marriage 
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66 THE TOWNFOPP, &< 
) She, Bara ine wth nod 04 bone you you fo 
eye if Leer "_ and thatche wou*d not yicld on | 
any Menrige, be ne Phooght the Patfoo char 
Truſt ytiad warren 64 ; 
"Str Tim.) Oh Villaity ro betray me! and for no Reward ! » 
Truſt, Y cs'wdeed; Sirgthe: ; omar 4} ry klr-behind myyoung 


Mitts effes aſs Cit co:his ſhare! - nil ; 

Bf Tim Wha gone | andain-L Marry'd:too | 
This 'tis not touſe to go to Church ; forthe Tinight have chane'd ” 
know the Parſon. .' 4 bf. " A nm 

Bel. Death you Dogt you eſerve to.dys; for mack "x" SIR 
on/a Miid of her — bow ack 194 Bier, Share. 197 Jens, 
Marry that Kaſcal ? 


Phill. Sir, you deny'd me my Portion, and my Uncle deben'd to turn 
me out of doors and it ny” deſpairs, I ccepced of im. 

Flaunt, Married ! and” ta+a Wife of no Fortune ! that's the worſt 
part on't——— what ſhall I do? 


"Bel," * Renoutice this devil] Foul, and F'll any Mofiorgns. forable 


to thy qualiry{**#2 2 202! + as 1 oct dl gy) 

Sir Tim. Say you ſo ?— Renounce tne-Six- Pp roe;yau ta hace 
I rheritther * in4asor Lewdneſs, 1 narne no botly Bellmowr —— bur 0n- 
ly ſome have the Art of hiding it/better than :1 — but for w 
Deinking, ad dirhe deadly ſins chat:thereupor depend, Ithan 
my ſtars I come of you : And ſince you ſay, I; ſhell not have your | 
wit for Sik m bo yu have _ © 04s _ ' x3 Aler;;agd lic 

w 


f Siſter; f 

ell + {bh mayor IAA eamith, tis.c00 late to 
d fee nt ou may not repent, --p- e care her Fortune ſhall 

rn "Thmake har; Þ i VE! 3 


lr pe acheinA erdanney 4 to Miſſes, Sir 


Tun 40t 6 -unreaſondble > itye you;up, from all pf that Pro- 
mt har wHe alle Talon ilonable Heat, a wurdegy you quite 
out of F Road; 7 yOu 40 3: 19 20134162 4 


i; #* 4 —_ 


Lord. This day we'll (ct aþart he ao \ 3864 
pod Sully houſe their ha home... ads 57 Jo 2 
* Bel. oh '. 
My Life, 
Since all 


b10oJl © . 


Epilogue 
Spoken by Sin Tixorur Tawpaar. / 


IR TIMOTHY, Gallants, at lift is come 
To know his Sentence, and receive his Doom. 

But pray befoxe you are reſole/ d 16 be 

Peat, Ys = ras and then ul me; "Ot 
Obſerve me well rele ar —wheng _— 
Of Noiſe, end Nonſence, as are tft of you. I ro 
Tho! all of you don't ſbare with me in Title, A ” 
In Charafter you differ very little. bY k 
Tell me in what you find 2 difference ? 
It e's be you will ſay, you're Mex of Sencez | 
Bit 'F aith-— / Y' 64149 
Were one of you db” Stage, and1? tb Pls, "4 = J 
He might be thought the Fopp, and I the Wit. + 1 9omn0 
On equal Grounds you'll ſcarce know one from t her J 
We are as like, as Brother to Brother.-\;  ; 1 bat 
To judge againſt me then wow {bl Nature,” ag 
For Men are kind to-thpſe ee deboas Fama, 


For Judges therefore T accept you all 
By you, SIR TIMOTHY wil will fand nf fall... 
He's too faint-bearted that bis Sententefeart', 
' Whobas the Honoxr to be try'd by s Peers. 
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VN PROLOGUE 
Conntrey Squire who yet had never knvwn L 


of &ed:jog-of r being in Town, _ 
e careſi oful Parent + ſeares permined Heir "2c 


To Raf ape ome anleſs to Nejghbouring F air : 
At loſt by Chane « ber led 
Kd d+ of Maidenhead ; 
Turns EG very to _ 
Till be is all Burleſque in Mods and D 
Learns to talk loud in Pit, grows Wily * | 
That is re fay, makes anivhey Noiſe, <t Show. 

So a young Poet who had newer been 
Dabling beyond the height of Ballading ; 
Who, in bis brick Eſſayes, durſt ne're excel. 
The lucky flight of Rhiming Dogerel, -- + - = 
Sets up with this ſufficient Stock, , on Stage, 
And bat -perchance, the a to pleaſe the Age : 


He draw; Citizen, 
Cares 10G Ars an $24 0 Shop be - fine. 


As tawdry Gown "YE =p ain more 
( Tho' on a dull tiſear'd IE favor ria 


Than prettier Frugal, ths':on Holy- 
When every City Spark, bas leg we bt \ 
—— Damn Her ſhe muſt be A I: She is ſo Gay. 


So let the Scenes be fine, you'll ne're inquire 

For Sence, but lofty flights in nimble Wire. 

—— What we Preſent to Day is none of theſe ; 
But we cou'd wiſh it were, for we wou'd pleaſe, 
And thatyou'll ſwear we hardly miant 10 do: 

Tet here's no Sence ;| Pox on , but bere's no Show ; 
_ in Story, thet will give a taſte 


Þat your Gr didfares Jev'h mHY Age that +pof, | 
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» ACE L 
Scene 1. The Street. 


Enter Six Timothy Tawdrey, Sham ard Sharpe. 


Sir Tim. Ercabouts is the Houſe wherein dwells, che Miftrifs of 
my heart 3 For ſhe has money Boyes, mind me, money 
in abundaace, or ſhe were not for me— the Wench her 
, ſelf is good natur'd, and inclin'd to be civil, buta Pox 
on't—She has a Brother a conceited Fellow, whom the world miſtakes 
fora fine Gentleman, for he has Travell'd, talks Languages, bows with a 
mand the reſt,but by fortune he ſhall cntertain you with nothing 
words — - 
Sham. Nothing elſe ? —— 
$i Tim. No — He's no Countrey Squire Gentlemen,will not Game, 
Whore, nay, in my Conſcience you will hardly get your ſelves Drunk in 
bis Company — He Treats A-la-mode, half Wine, half. Water, and the 
wft— But to the buſineſs, this Fellow loves his Siſter dearly, ad will noc 
truſt her in this lewd Town, as he calls it, without lim -and hither he 
has broughe her to marry me. un LY ,wik «2 0 | 
© Sham. A Pox upon him for his pajng——— 0) AT nl 
Sir Tim. So ſay I— But my ort is, I ſhall be as 'weary-otherg bs 
the beſt Husband of *em all— But there's convenjencyin it 3 


Watch being 2s good 'as made up by the Feline Bueno 
ſubmit—— The Wench I never yer, bur they Gpſihe's 
Var no matter for that, there's 136 dihotY el Savint 


Sharp. 


_— AX 


® 
BITTY 


ay *S 
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Sir Tim. Your pardon, ſweet Sharp, my whole deſign in it is to be 
Mafter of my (elf. and with part of her Portion to ſet up my Miſs, Betty 
> wh6 1, by the $ay, is the main ent oFmw\ arrying, the reſi 

your ſharcsof —».Now 1 am farcd to take you up Suits at 

Prizes,. have damn'd. Wine and Meat put upon” us , *cauſe the 

Reckoning is tobe Book'd : But ready Money ye Rogues ! What Charms 

it has ! Makes the Waiters flic Bayes, and the > after with Cap in hand-- 

excuſe what's amiſs, Gentlemen —— Your Worſhip ſhall command the 
beſt>and the reſt —How briskly the Box and Dice dance,and the 

ſubmits rt the lucky Gameſter, and the gay Wench conſuls with 

every ty to make her (elf agreeable to the Man with ready \'oney, 

In fe, dear Rogues! Allthingsare ſacrific'd to it's pow'r, and no Mor- 
tal conceives the joy of, Argent Content. *Tis this pow'rful God that 
makes me ſubmit to the Devil'Matrimony + and then thou art affur'd of 
grab ages f G _> tal 

Sham. And is it poſſible you.can be ty*d up toa Wife ? WhiP{& herein 

London, and free, you have the whole World to range in, and like a wan- 
ton Heifer, cat & every Paſture. 

Sir Tim." Why dot think 1*l1 be confin'd to my own dull Encloſure? 
We ery rather feed coarſly upon the boundleſs Common, perhaps two 
_ days I may be in Love, and remain conſtant ,-but that's the 


r- Sharp. And in- three Weeks, ſhould: you Wed a Cinthis, you'd be 4 
. Monſter ; 


Sir Tins, What, thou meancſt a Cuckold, I warrant ? God help thee ! 
{Bats Monſter is only fo from its Rarity, and a Cuckold is no ſuch ſtrange 
' thing'in our Age. 


Enter Bellmour and Friendlove. 


But who cotnes here ? 

Bellmoxr | Ali ny little dear Rogue ! How doſt thou ! 

' <—— Ned Friendlove too | Dear Lad, how doſt thou too? ' 

- Why welcome to Town i'faith, and 1'm glad to ſec you both. 

- Friend, Sir Tim. T, J— | | 
Sir Tim. The by dear Ned ; And how, and how Man, 


; Ny". = 17k 


body Man : But,byfortune, I'm overjoy'd to mert 


| ——_— 


k LY 


Sir TIMOTHY T4W D RET. 


Si Tam. Is't poſibleyou fhou'dnet, ang meet rge {0 near your Siſters 
need Faith I was comirg to pay my Reſpefs an; Services and the 
wit. — Thou know'(t my- meaning — "The old buſineſs of the Silycr 
World Ned ; by Fortune it's a mad Age, we live in N:&, and here be fo 
—— wicked Rogues, about this damn'd lewd Town,that *Faich I 
am fain to ſpeak, in the vulgar modiſh ftile, in my own defence, and 
Rally Macrimony, and the relt. 

Friend. Matrimony ! — I hope you are ſo exaQtly refin'd a Van of 
the Town, that you will not offer once to think of fo dull a thing , let 
that alone for ſuch cold compltexions as Belmour here, and I that bave 
not attain'd to that moſt excellent faculty of keeping yet,” as you, Sir 
Timetby, have done, much to your glory, I aſſure you. 

Sir Tim. Who 1 Sir ? You do me much Honour : F muſt confeſs 1 do 
not find the ſofter Sex cruel; Lam reccived as well as another Man 'of 
wy Parts. 

Friend. Of your Money, you mean Sir. * 

Sir Tim, Why Faith Ned, thou art i*th* right, I love to buy wy plex 
fare, for, by Fortune, there's as much pleaſure in Vanity and Variety , as 
any Sins I know 3 What think'ſt thou Ned 7 

Friend. I am not of your mind, I love to love upon the ſquare 3 and 
that I may be ſurc not to be cheatedgwith falſe Ware, I prefent 'em no» 
thing but my hearts 

Sir Tim. Yes, and have the conſolation, of ſeeing your frugal Huſ- 
witery MiG, fit in the Pit, at a Play, in a long Scart, and Night-gown, 
for want of Points, and Garniture. 

Friend. If ſhe be clean, and pretty, and dreſt-in Love, I can 'excuſe 
the reſt, and ſo will ſhe. . 
>" ln - - ty are thou muſt one O ries Y;, be a 

manag d - 'Slife Man, 't chou talk fo aloud in Compa- 
ny, thou would'ſt be counted a ſtrange Fellow, Pretty —and dre(t with 
Love—a fine Figure, by Fortune z No, Ned, the painted Chariot,gives a 
Luſtre, to every ordinary Face, and makes a Woman, look like Quality 3 
9.6 like, by Fortune, that you ſhall not know one from t*other, till 
ome ſcandalous, out-of-favor 'd-laid-aſide-Fellow of the Town, cry — 
Damn her, for a Bitch -- how ſcornfully the Whore regards me -— She 
has forgoe pray — ſuch a one, and I,club'd for the keeping of her, 
when both our Stocks, well manag'd, wou'd'not amount toabove ſeven 
ſhillings fix pence a week 3 beſides now and then a Treat of «Breaſt of 
Mutton, from the next Cooks — Then the other la and cryes —; 
i — Roctther— And cells his Story too, and cs with, who ma-) 
nages the Gilt now-? Why Faich ſome diſmal, Coxcomb or other ,, your: 
may be ſure, replics the firſt : Bur Ned, theſe are Rogues, and Raſcals,that, 
value no Mans Re becauſe they deſpiſe their own : But Faith L. 
have latd afide all theſe vanitics, now I have thought of Matrimony 4 but 
Idefire my Reformation may be a ſecret, becaulc, as you know »v 
« 7124 


4 THE TOWN-FOPP: Or * 
Man of my Addreſs, and the reſt —— 'Tis not altogether 


antee. 
, Friend, Sir, Tafſure you, it ſhall be ſo greata Secret for me, that I will 
never ask you whothe happy Woman is,that's choſen for this great work 
of your Converſion. 

Sir Tim. Ask me! —— No, you need not, becauſe you know al 
ready, 

Friend, Who 1? I proteſt Sir Timathy 

Sir Tim. No Swearing, dear Ned, for 'tis not ſuch a Secret, but 1 will 
truſt my Intimates 3 theſs are my Friends, Ned 3 pray know ther —— 
Tonis Mr Sham and this—by fortune,a very honeſt Fellow [_ Bows to 'em. 
Mr Sharp, and may be truſted with a bus'neſs that concerns you as w 
as me. 

Friend, Me > What do you mean Sir Timothy #7 

Sir Tim, Why Sir, you know what I mcan. 

Fri:n1, Not I Sir. ; 

Sir Tim. What, not that I am to marry your Silter Celinda 7 

Friend. Not at all. 

Bel. O this unſufferable Sott ! [ Aſide, 

Friend, My Siſter, Sir, is very nice. 

Sir Tim. That's all one, Sir, the old People have adjuſted the matter, 
and they are the moſt proper for a Negotiation of that kind, which faves 
us the trouble of a tedious Courtſhip. 

—_ That the old People have agreed the matter, is more than I 
ow. 

Sir Tim. Why Lord Sir, will you perſuade me to that?don't you know 
that your Father (according to the method in ſuch caſes, being certain of 
my Eſtate ) came to me thus--Sir Timothy T awdrey ! -- You are a young 
Gentleman, and a Knight, I knew your Father well, and my right wor- 
ſhipful Neighbor, our Eſtates lie together, therefore Sir,I have a deſire to 
have a near Relation with you — At which, I interrupted him, and cry'd 
—— Oh Lord Sir ! I yow to Fortune, you do me the greateſt Honour Sir, 
and the reſt 

Bell. F can endure no more, he marry. fair Celinda 

Friend. Prethee let him alone. [ Afide. 

Sir Tim. To which he apſwer*d—T have a good Fortune— Have 
but my Son Ned, and this Gizl, call'd Celinds, whom I will make a For- 
tune, ſutable to yours, your honoured Mother, the Lady Tawdrey, and 5, 
have as good as concluded the match already. To which I (who, tho'I 
fay it, am well cnough bred for a Knight ) anſwer'd the Civility thus— 
I row to Fortune Sir — 1 did not fear, but cry'd—1 proteſt Sir, 
Celinda, deſerves—no, no, I lye again, 'twas merits I, Celinda— 
merits a much better Husband than 1. 

Friend. Yon ſpeak more truth than you arc aware of. [ Afide. 
Well, Sir, Vil bring you to my Siſter, and if ſhe likes you, as well as my 


- 


Sx TIMOTHY TAWDRET. & 


Father does, ſhe's yours 3 otherwiſe, I haye ſo much tenderneſs for her, 
25 to leave her choice free. 


Sir Tim. Oh Sir you Compliment. Alons, Entrons. [_ Exennt, 


Scene 2. A Chamber. 


Emer Celinda, and Nurſe. 


Cel. Twonder my Brother ſtayes fo longs ſure Mr Bellmoxr is not yet 
ariv'd, = he ſefit us word he would be here to day. Lord how impa- 
tient 1 

Nar, hs. ſo methinks iT tad the hopes of enjoying {© ſweet a 
Gentleman, as My Bellmoxr, Tſhou'd be fo roo —— But ok paſt it— 
Well, I have had my pant ings ,and heavings,my impatience,and qualms, 
my heats, and my colds, and my I know not whats — But I: thank wy 
ſtars, I have done with all thoſe Fooleries. 

Cel. Fooleries ! —-— 
ls there any thing in life but Love ? 

Wou'dſt thou praiſe Heaven for thy Being , 
Without that grateful part of it ? 
For T confeſs I Love. wed Nh nigh 

Nr. You need not, your and daily: ( nay, tly too ). 
diſorders, plainly enough betray the truth. 

Cel, Thou ſpeak | as if- it were a Sin 
But if it be ſo, you your ſelf __ to make me wicked, 

For e're | ſaw Mr Bellmoxr, ke the kindeſt things of him, 
As would have mov'd the ed Maid to Love 3 
And &re I aw him, I was quite undone. 

Nar, Quite undone ! Now God forbid it :_ What, for rovnpucdl 
You ſaid but now there was nolife without it. 

Cel. But fince my Brother came from Italy, 

And t young, Bellmowr to our houſe, 
How very little thou hadſt faid of. him 
How much above thy pt. I four.d the Youth ? 


Nar, Very pret ou are grown a noble Prefioiens ln Lewer— 
bes | 


And you are reſoly* ) to Marzy him. 
Cel, Orl muſt dye. 


Nar. I, but you know the Lord Plotwell; has the | of all his « 
Etate, and if he Marry without his li has ls nel all 
bis Fortune, and then 1 think it were noc ing, him. 

Cet. Not; Marrying bim !” Oh canſt thou ghink & poorly ohne Hi 
Ye, 1 wou'd Mazry him, tho' our ſcanty None, 3} 471 1 
Cou'd cncly purchaſe us ' fi 
Akanly Coctage, in ſome ſilent place, 


. 4 


Al? 
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All cover'd ore with Thatch, _ - , 

Defended from the outrages of ſtorms 

By leafleſs Trees, in Wintcr, and from heat, 

With ſhades , which their kind Boughs wou'd bear anew, 
Under whoſe Covert, wee'd feed, our gentle Flock 3 

That ſhou d in gratitude rcpay us Food, 

And mean and humble Cloathing. 

Nur. Very fine ! 

Cel, There we wou'd praftiſe ſach degrees of Love, 
Such laſting, innocent, unheard of joys, 

As all the buſie World ſhould wonder at, 
And amidſt all their Glories, find none ſuch. 

N' r, Good lack ! how prettily. Love teaches his Scholars to prattle? 
— But hear ye, fair Mrs Calinds, you have forgot ro what end and pur- 
pole you.came to Town, not to Marry, Mr Bellmoxr, as I take it—— but 
Sir Timothy Tawdr ey, that Spark of Men. 

Cel, Oh name him not Let me notin one moment 
Deſcend from Heaven to Hell 
How came that wretched thing into thy Noddle ? 

Nor. Faith Miſtriſs1 took pity of thee, I ſaw you fo clevated with 
thoughts of Mr Bellmozr, 1 found it neceſſary to take you down a degree 
lower. 

.Cel. Why did not Heaven make all Men like to Bellmonr ? 
©o'ftrangely ſweet and charming, 

Nur. Marry come up you ſpeak well for your ſelf ; 

Oh intolerable laving Creaturc ! 
But here comes the utmoſt of your wiſhes. 
Cel. My Brother, and Bellmoxr ! with ſtrange Men ' 


Enter Friendlove, Bellmour, Sir Timothy, Sham, axd Sharpe. 


Friend. Siſter, I've brought you here a Lover, this is the worthy per- 
fon you have heard of, Sir Timothy Tawdrey. 
Sir Tim, Yes, faith Madam, I am Sir Timothy Tawdrey, at your (cr- 
vice—Pray are not you Mrs Celinds Dreſrwell 7 
Cel. The ſame, but cannot return your Compliment. 
"Sir Tim. Oh'Eord, oh Lord, not return a Compliment, faich Ned thy 
Siſter'squite ſpoil d, for want of Town Education 3 'tis pity , for ſhes 


Oevilt pretty. 1 EF ON | 
Friend, "She's modeſt, Sir, before Company 3 therefore theſe Gentle 
weri and I will withdraw into the next Room, 
Cel. Inhumane Brother, will you leave me alone with this Sott ? 
Friew.' Y es, «nd if you be rid of the trouble of him, benot 
coy, nor witty 3 two thin hates: © 
Bell, "Sdeath! Muſt ſhe be blown upon by that Fool? 


Friend. 


Sir TIMOTHY TAWDRET. »—» 
Friend... Patience dear Frank, a little while, [ Exexnt Friendl. Bell, 
Sham «nd 


[ Sir Timothy walky about the Room, ing 
when Ceclinda Ped fea 

Cel, Oh dcar Nurſe, what ſhall I do? 

Nwr. I that ever help you at a dead Lift, will not fail you now. 

Sir Tim, What a Pox not a word ? 

Cl, Sure this Fellow believes I I begin. 

$i Tim. Not yet — ſire he has ſpoke her laſt— 

Nur. The Gentleman 's good natur'd, and has took pity on you , and 
will not trouble you, I think. 

Sir Tim. — Hey day, here's Wooing indeed —Will ſhe never begin. 
trow — This ſome would call an excellent quality-in her Sex— But a 
Pox on't I do not like it —— Well, I ſee I muſt break filence at aſt —— 
Madam not anſwer me— ſhaw this is meer ill breeding —by For- 
te—it can be nothing elſe—— Oh my Conſcience, if I ſhould kiſs her, 
ſhe would not bid me ſtand off — I'll try— 

Nr. Hold, Sir, you miſtake your Mark. 

Sir Tim. So I ſhould, if I'were to look in thy monldy Chaps , good. 
Matron —— Can your Lady ſpeak ? 

Ne. Try Sir. 

Sir Tim. Which way? 

Nur. Why ſpeak to her firſt, 

Sir Tim, T1 never knew a Woman want a Cue, for that, but all that IT 
ave met with, were ſtill before-hand with me, in tittle tattle. 

Ne. Likely thoſe you have met with may, but this is no ſuch Crez+ 
ture Sir. | 

Sir Tim. L muſt confeſs, Iam unus'd tothis kind of Dialogue, 

And Tam an Aſs, if I know what to ſay to ſuch a Creature, 
-—— Bur come, will you anſwer me to one Queſtion ? 

Cel. If I can Sir. . 

Sir Tim But firſt I ſhould ask you if you can ſpeak ? 
for that's a Qyeſtion too. 

Cel. And'it 1 cannot, how will you be anſwer'd ? 

Si Tim. Faith that's right z why then you muſt do't by ſigns. 

Cel But grant I can ſpeak, what is't you'll ask me ? 

Si Tim, Can you Love ? 

Cel. |= hy ps things z I love my Meat, I love abundance of- 
Adorers, I love choice of new Cloaths, new Playes, and like a right: 

\ Woman, I love to have my Will. 

Sir Tim. Spoke like a wel{-bred perſon,by Fortune 3 I (ee there's h 
of thee Celinda ; thou wilt in time learn to make a very-fath 
Wite, having ſo much Beauty too. . I ſee AttraQts,and Allurements,wan-- 
ton. Eyes, the languiſhing turn of the Head, and alt that invites to.Temy 


Cel. 
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Cel. Would that pleaſe you in a Wife 

Sir Tim. Pleaſe me, why Madam, what do you take me to be? x 
Sott ? — a Fool? or a dull Iralian, of the humor of your Bro- 
ther? — No, no, T can aſſure you, ſhe that Marries me, ſhall have 
Franchiſe But my pretty Miſs, you muſt learn to talk a little 
more. — 

Cel. 1 have not Wit, and Senſe enough, for that. 

Sir Tim, Wit! Oh la, O a, Wit! as if there were any Wit requir'd 
in a Woman when ſhe talks 3 no, no matter for Wit, or Senſe : talk but 

loud, and a.great deal, to ſhew your white teeth, and ſmile, and be very 
confident, and 'tis enough. Lord what a fight 'tis to ſee apretty 
Woran ſtand right up an end in the middle of a Room,playing with her 
Fan, for-want of ſomething to keep her in countenance. No, ſhe thatis 
mine, I will ceach to entertain at another rate. 

Nur. How Sir ? Why what do you take my young Miſtriſs to be? 

Sir Tim. A Woman———and a fine one, and fo fine as ſhe, ought to 
permit her (elf tobe ſeen, and be ador d. 

Nr. "Out upon you, would you expoſe your Wife 4 by my troth and 
I were ſhe, I know what I wou'd do. 

Sir Tim. Thou do—what thou wouldſt have done fixty Years ago, 
thou mcaneſt. 

Nur. Marry come up, for a ſtinking Knight, worſe than I have gone 
down with you, e're now — Sixty Years ago quoth ye A« old as I 
am——T live without Surgeons, wear my own Hair, am not in Debt to 
my Taylor, as thou art, and art fain to kiſs his Wife,to perſuade her Huf- 
band to be merciful to thee — who wakes thee every morning with his 
Clamour and long Bills, at thy Chamber door. 

Sir Tim. Prethee good Matron peace, Il Compound with thee. 
Nur. 'Tis more than thou wile do with thy Creditors, who, 
Souls,deſpair of a Groat in the Pound for all thou ow it them,for Points, 
Lace, and -Garniture for all in hne , that makes thee a complete 

Fopp. 

Sir Tim, Hold, hold, thy eternal Clack. 

Nur. And when none would truft thee farther, give Judgments for 
twice the Money thou borroweſt, and ſwear thy ſelf at Age 3 and laſtly, 
— to patch up your broken Fortuge, you wou'd fain Marry my ſweet 
Miftriſs Celinda here— But *faith Sir, you're tniftaken, her Fortune ſhall 
not go to the maintenance of your Miſſes, which being once {ure of, ſhe 
poor Soul,is ſent down to the Countrey houſe, to learn Houſewitery, a 
live without M-nkind, unleſs ſhe can ſerve her felf with thehandfom 
Steward,or fo — whil'ſt you tear it away in Town,and live like Man and 
Wite with your Tilt, and are every day feen in the Glaſs Coach , whil't 
your own natural Lady is hardly worth the hire of a Hack | 

Sir Tim. Why thou datrinabie cofffounded torment, wilt thou never 
ceaſe ? * 

wr, 


Sir. TIMOTHT "TAWDREYT. +» 


Nur, No, not till you raiſe your Siege, and be gone 3 go march to 
Lady of Love, and Abench ge 3-ocBte XK no Celinds 


'Sir Tin, The Devil's in her torigne.” 


. "Cel. Good gentle Nurſe, have mercy-upon the poor Knight. 


Nur. No more Miſtrifs, than he'll have on you, it Heaven tad fo 
abandon'd you, to put you into his power : — Mercy—quoth ye—no, 
no more than his Miſtriſs will have, when all his money's gone, 

Sir Tim, Will ſhe never end ? | L 


-- Cel, Prethee forbear 


Nwr. No more, than the Uſurer would, to whom he has mortgag'd 
his beſt = of his Eftate, would forbear a day after the promis'd pay- 
ment of ' the money. Forbear — L 

Sir Tim. Noty® end: Can Madan, give you a greater proof of my 
'ipaſſion for you, than to exidure this for your ſake ? 

Nw. This — thou art ſo ſorry a-creature, thow wilt eridure any thing, 
4or the lucre of her fortane 3 *tis that thou haſt a paſſion! for: not that 
thou careſt for money, but to ſacrifice to thy lewdneſs, to purchaſe a Mi- 
ſtrils, co purchaſe the Reputation of as errant a Foal, as ever arriv'd #t 
the honour of keeping, to purchaſt a lietle Grarideur, as youcall its that 
is, to make every one look at thee, and conſider whar a- Fool thou art, 
who ciſe might paſs unreguarded amongit the common crowd. | 

Sir Tim. The Devil s in her e, and {© *tis in moſt Womens of her 
4ze3 for when 't has quitted the Tail, it repairs to her upper Tire. 
ow Do not perſiade me, Madam, I am reſoly d to make him weary 

is Wooi | 

Sir Tim. % God be prais'd, the florm is laid—And now Mrs. Celin- 
ds, give me leave to ask you, if it be with your leave, this affront'is put 
ena Man of my Quality ? 

Near. Thy Quality— 

* Sir Tins, Yes, 1 am a Gentleman, and a Knight. 

Nr, Yes, Sir, Knight of the ill-favour'd Countenance is it ? 

Sir Tim. You are bcholding to Do# Q@uixot for that, and 'tis ſo many 
Apes, ſince thou couldſit ſee to read, TI wonder thou haſt not forgot all that 
everbelong'd to Books,  * \ 

Near, My cyc-ſight's good enough to ſee thee in all thy colours, thou 

of the Burning Peſtle thou. 

Sir Tim, Agen, that was out of a Play—heark ye Witch of Endor,hold 
your prating tongue, or I ſhall moſt well-favourdly Cudgel ye. 


Ner. As your Friend the Hoſteſs has it ina Play too, I take it , Ends 
which you pick up behind the Scenes, when you go to be laught at even 
by the er Women. | 


$ir Tim, Wilt thou have done; by Fortane I'll endure no more. 
| [ 4 Letter, 


©: + Emtes 


_ Now, Murder, Murder, 
Cel; Bold, hold, 


126 . THE TOWN-FOPP: Or 
Exper Fricndlove, Bellmour, Sham and Sharpe. 

Friend. Read here, the worſt of News,that can, arrive, {\ Gizes Bellm, 
— What's the matter here?--Why how gow Six Timothy, 8 Later, 
What up in Arms with the Women ? 

Sir 1im. Oh Ned, i'm glad thou'rt come-mnever was Ton Deve baie- 
ed as Thave been 

Friend. By whom ? my Siſter, 


Sir Tim, No, no, that old Maſtiff there 3 — the young Whelp, came 
hn hes 'd. 


one that is to be your 
Celinda, 

| Bell, L can enduxe no. more —— How Siz — You. marry. fair Gb 

Sir Tim. Ay Frank, Ay—Is ſhe nota pretty little plump white Rogue, 


thou art. a modeſt Rogue, and-to thy eternat- 
tation of a Miſtriſs — Lord, Lord, that I, 
could ſee thee addreſs thy - —— = 1m pans ridicu» 
ow Fee a 


I . 
| Sn Tim no, thou'rt moded} 4 that isto. ſay, a Countrey Gentle» 
man 4 that is to ſay, W-bred 3 that is to ſay, a Fool by Fortune , as the 


" 
[by ce Sir—I can Rave—On tell it tov — and that you may 
DS © ths Lady Sh, ha, hay Wall Sirmonnr 


Ball, Yes. 
Sir Tim, Oh Thad 
ſhame, hadſt never the 


all Frank 1 do — And what-then > 
a a — Thi 106 monde } 


Sir TIMOTHY WLLITLY EY 


#þ ke bf ene? s 4 
A 7 Mp me no ſe the approach this Lady 

Sir Tim, How Sir, how'# 

Bell, Not ſpeak to her, nd tealian hervady Hevren—acrthinh 
of her 

Sir Time. « 2 - 

Bell, Try, if thou dar' kg . 
Sir Tim, ned om "a I 2 

Bell, Diving Ie 

Meth he th IM 2 


Bell, Yes, and no Man e] mall dire do (o. _ 
Sir Tim. Take notice- Fr affrotifed th your 
Bellmour—You take me for in A 

morning about 5, with yoar veg 


_ "Tis well— there we'll di 
Dull Animal ! Ye Gods cou'd tie 


ed Et B.5 ""Y 5. 


- 
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Bel. I manner Nader her Sleeper fl 


ccls ! 


Scene 4 Chamber, 


Celinda in ber Night, Attire, leaning on a Table, 
. Enter to ber Bellmour and Nanſe. . | | p— 
Cel. Oh Heivens ! Mr. Belmoxr at this late bour in my Cham 
oe. SA A BC CL 5s 10n poppe 1, 


And ſure you know my Soul too well ty fear, 
a Edo Sir, and, yourmnay | 

Love is je Ceres Taba Wants -* 
Only wy fave as ck ſure th tf 


wy 7 NE all eol ax 

To morrow Lint dope 
Bel Oh no, to morrow would hg 

bro ien ear wen rnd wr 


Oo prong thi 0-4 
Teens — 7 

*m Young, and have a F gr 

That do pretend to rs > i 2 £1 
And year I find my intereſt in your heart, 


Bclow thoſe happy ones that' Rivals - 
_ every Fool that can but plead his Title, © 


nd the poor intereſt thar g.Paxept gipe>himd, 


Lark 


AG 


X my 
- "—_—_ +, EI 
Bel. 1n carncft ? Yes, by all that's goe 


_ Sion more crane Li, x Hr 


But Fore Hrs Sir, have you Lov'd me 


Th! 


moms ts Lon yo £30 | 


_ 


Foun, 


= # 
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Your charming killing Eyes, I did adore *em, | 

And eve ſince have iſhe day and night: 
Nwr. Come, come, ne're ſtand asking i 

Aut follow your inclinations, and rake him at his word. 
Bell. Celinda, take her counſel, 

Perhaps this is the Jaſt opportunity 3 

Nay, avd by Heaven the laſt of all my Life,.. 

If you refule me now— 

Say, will you never marry Man but me ? . 
Cel. Pray give me till to morrow, Sir, to anſwer you 3 

For I have yct ſome fears about my Soul 

That take away my reſt. ; © 
BA. To morrow ? 'You muſt then marry—— oh fatal word ! 

Another | a Beaſt, a Fool, that knows not how ta value you. 
Cel, Is t poſlible my Fate ſhou'd be fo near ? 

_—_— difpoſt of your felf, I ay, and leave diſſembling, *tis. - 


bel. This night the Letter came, the dreadful News 


Cel, F muſt confetvit, Sir, without a 
{ Fortis no fin to Love ) that Icou'd wiſh— 
Heaven and my Father, were inclin'd my way-. 
ButT am all obedience to their wills. 

Rell. That Sigh was kind, 

Þitere to morrow this time, 
Yoult want this pitying ſenſe, and feel no pantings, 
Bar thoſe which joyes and pleaſures do create. 

Cel. Alas Sir ! what is't you'd have me do? 

Bel.: Why —— 1 wou'd have you Love, and after that 
You need not be inſtruted what to do. _ 
Give me your Faith, give me your Solemn Vow. 
To be my Wife, and I ſhall beat peace. 

Cel. Have you conſider'd, Sir, your own condition, 

Uncles power to take your Fortune, 

If in your choice you diſobey his will,. 
*And Sir, you know that mine is much betow you.. 

Bell, OlrI Pr calm his Rage, 
By urging ſo much Reaſon as _ 
And my own flame, on which my Life depends. 
»-—He now has kindly ſent for me to London, 
Ifrar his bus'ncſs— 
Yet if you'll gold to marry me, 
We'll keep it ſecret, till our kinder Srgrs 
| proviſion for the bleft diſtoyery- 


- _ 
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Come give me your Vows, or we-mult pary for eyes. 
maſſe oh "tis a fatal word ! 

1 will do any thing to ſave that Life, 

To which my own {o ncasly þ alli d. 


Enter Fricudlove. 


Friend. So forward Siſter ! 
Bell, Ha! Friendlbve ! 
Friend, Was it ſo kindly done to gain my Siſter 
Without my knowledge ? 
+ Bell. Ah Friend ! *T was from her felf alone 
That I you'd take Þ hey yo. I wk... 


Here take him as «n Honour, 

Bell, 1 as a ſence from Heaven receive her, | 
And eve I'feep will juſlifie my Clete, | 
And make her mine, -- - os ann 3 obs 31s | 

Friend. Be not fo haſty Friepd: 4 
Endeavor firſt to reconcile your Unde git, x1ar 00 

Bell. By ſuch dela wma Hl hw forge? 

To morrow ſhe's d ign'd anochers Bride ! 

Friend. For that let me alone t* evade. 

BeN> If you muſt yet delay me; 

Give me lcave not to intereſt ſuch wealth wichout ſecurity. 

And I Celinds will inftru&t you how to ſatisfic my fears, [ Kneets E 

Bears witneſs to my Vows take: be 

Ma y every Plague that Heaven inflidts on Sin, 

Fall ena iet 

= mann, 

Or if Ido not marry thee fair Maid. | 
Nur, Heartily (worn as Lyow- v6) 
Cel. And here I wiſh as ſolemnly the Game. l 

— May all arrive to me, 

If e'reT marry any Man. but Bellmerr / 

Nar. We are Witneſſes as good asa thouſand, 

Friend, But now my Friend, I'de have you uk year leeve, the ip- 
comes on apace, and you've not ſeen your Uncle, fince your arrivak 

Bell. "Tis death to part with thee my fair 
But our hard Fates, impoſes this ſcparation 3 
—Farewell—- Remember thou'rt all mine. 

Cel. What have I &lſe of joy to think upon — » 1 
m—— Go—go — depart. vm. 

Bel, I wit —— but 'tis as Miſers part with. Gold, ", 4 
UII I SpA; Fri 4 


—. 


Sir TIMOTHT TAWDRET. 9 
- Prin, Go, Sifter, ro your Bed, and dreary of Him, { Ex. Cd. and 


Bl. whilt I to meet this Fopp to fight him. 

Friend. Hang him, he'ltne're meet thee to beat a Watch, or kick a 
.- —_ Windows, is the higheſt pitch of Valor he ere ar« 
ny d co. 

Bel, However I'll expeQ him, leſt he be Fool-bardy enough to keep 


his word. 
Friend. Shall I wait on thee? + | 
Bel, No, no, there's ro need of that —— Good morrow my beft - 


Friend, But c're you go, my deareft Friend and Brother, 
_ Now you nre ſure of all che joyes you wiſh . 
From Reav'n, donot forgetful grow, of that great eruſt . 
I gave you of all mine, bur like a Friend. 

me in-my great concern of Love. 
With fair Diaxs, your lovely Coen 3 
Two know how long, I haveador'd that Maid, | 
Bat Sill her Pride repell'd my flame, 


my not kearn the Object : 
But it muſt needs be you, by what ſhe ſaid 4 
| This I'l improve, and ſo to your advantage — 
| Friend. 1 neither doubt thy Induſtry, nor Love 
| Goand be carefal of my Int reſt there, | 
Whilf I preſerve thing as intircely here, [ Ex, ſeverely, 


Scene 2+ 


Emer Six Timothy, Sham and Sharp, 


;, Good. morrow Sir Timothy, what nor yet ready, and to meet 
+ dr, at five, the time's paſt. 
—— Ay Pox on't———T han't flep to night for thinking 
Sham Welt Sir Timothy, 1 ave moſt excellent News for you,that wilt 
. @w'wcll[ have found out— 2" Sir Tins 


